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CHAPTER I.

It was quite the end of the season, some
twelve or thirteen years ago, and for some
months the British public had breakfasted,
•dined, and supped full of the most abundant
«crop of horrors even supplied to its readers by
the busy pens of an industrious press. The
session hnd been enlivened by animated de
bates on the part England ought or ought not
to take in the war than devastating eastern
Europe, and bitter personal abuse levelled at
•each other by contending orators. Now, poli
ticians were counting the days till proroga
tion should set them free to use their tongues
•still more unscrupulously at county meetings
and local dinners.
In the town residence of a wealthy widow,
;he Honorable Mrs. Saville, Stafford Square,
Belgravia, a note of preparation had sounded.
The house-keeper had remarked to the butler
that they had not too much time to get things
ready before going down to the country.
Indeed, Mrs. Saville had stayed unusually
long in town, and, at the moment chosen to
open this story, was sitting at the writing-ta
ble in her private room, a richly-furbished and
luxurious apartment with yellow brocade cur
tains and stained-glass windows. She was arsmall, slight woman, with regular, delicate feat
ures quick, dark eyes, and hair nearly white
combed back in the style that used to be called
n V Imperatricc, and surmounted by a tiny cap
of exquisite lace with a tuft of scarlet velvet
ribbon. The small thin hand which held her
pen was loaded with rings that flashed and
glittered even in the subdued sunshine, while
T1 e other gently caressed the head of a small,
uky, pearl-colored dog which lay on a chair
beside her.

She was speaking with a fair, large lady
.about Nt own age, who occupied an arm chair
at the oth^r side of the table, and who was
/ather gorgeously attired in out-door dress.
“ I am sure I interrupt you. You are al
ways so busy,” said the latter, with a comfort

able smile, but showing no inclination to
move.
“ I do not mind being interrupted this morn
ing,” returned Mrs. Saville, not too gracious
ly: “ my eyes are very tiresome. They smart
so when I read or write for any time. I really
must get an amanuensis.”
“ Is it possible ? I should never suspect your
eyes of being weak. They seem strong enough
and sharp enough to see through anything.”
“ Thank you: they have served my purpose
well enough. ”
‘ ‘ When do you leave town ?”
“ I am not quite sure. I do not care to go
until Hugh returns. He ought to be here now.
This scare about trouble with Russia may
bring him his appointment to a ship any day,
and he ought to be on the spot. He has been
ashore now for nearly a year.”
“ I wonder he chose the navy,” said the vis
itor, “ I should think the army must be much
the most agreeable profession.” <
“My dear Lady Olivia! who can account
for a young man’s vagaries ? My son is posi
tively enthusiastic about his profession. He is
very scientific, you know, and will, I have no
doubt, rise to great eminence.”
“ Oh, I dare say he is very clever, but he is
not a bit like other young men. I confess I do
not understand him.”
“No,” returned Mrs. Saville, with much
composure, “ I don’t suppose you do.”
“Not clever enough myself, eh ?” said Lady
Olivia, with a good-humored smile. “Where
is this bright particular star of yours just
now ?”
“ When he last wrote he was still at Nice.
He has stayed on there too long, I think. I
trust and hope he does not visit Monte Carlo
too often: I am not much obliged to Lord Ev
erton for introducing Hugh to his gambling
friends there.”
“ I don't fancy poor Everton’s friends are
generally what would be considered eligible
acquaintances for the youug and inexperi
enced, especially when they have pretty
daughters who sing like angels—or prima don

nas,” she added, with a comfortable laugh.
“ Pooh!” cried Mrs. Saville, with a flash of
anger in her keen black eyes, ‘ ‘ Hugh is quite
indifferent to all that nonsense.”
“Is he? What an unnatural monster!”
said Lady Olivia, rising. “ I wish I could say
the same of my George! However, he has tak
en to admire married women lately,—which is
a great relief. ”
Mrs. Saville also stood up, and rang the bell.
“ Where is Everton just now ? I want him so
much to write to his cousin, Captain Brydges,
on Hugh’s behalf. I don’t understand how it
was he did not do so before on his own ac
count.”
“ Oh, nobody knows where Everton is to be
found. He is coming to us in September. We
go down to Herondyke on the 20th.”
“ Lady Olivia Lumley’s carriage,” said Mrs.
Saville to the man who answered the bell.
“ Good-morning, then, dear Elizabeth. Don’t
try your eyes too much. Shall we meet you
at the Montgomerys’ to-night ?”
“No; I am really sick of society.”
“ My dear, you must be seriously ill ?” cried
Lady Olivia, with another good-humored but
rather silly laugh, and the sisters-in-law
(which was their relationship) shook hands and
parted.
(
.Mrs. Saville picked up her little dog and
took a turn up and down the room with it un
der her left arm, a look of extreme annoyance
quivering in her eyes. “What a fool that
woman is!” she murmured to herself; “not
even a well-bred fool! and to look at her, who
would imagine she was the daughter of one
earl, the sister of another ? y6t there she is,
started by the mere accident of birth in a po
sition which cost me all my fortune, my aris
tocratic marriage, my brains, to achieve. Still,
Ido not complain: had these class distinctions
not existed, there would have been nothing^ to
strive for, nothing to attain. Still, Lady Olivia
is a fool! you are a wiseacre to her, my pre
cious Prince,” she continued, patting the dog's
head; ‘4 you are a natural aristocrat; so is Hugh,
though he has some abominably radical ideas.”
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Here the footman opened the door, and said,
deferentially, “ If you please, ’m, Mr. Rawson
would like to see you. ”
“Yes, certainly. Show him up.”
In a few minutes tho door again opened to
admit a gentleman, a short, stout, well-dressed
man, slightly breathless, aud apparently well
braced up in his admirably-fitting clothes. His
hair and complexion were of that neutral tint
which is termed “pepper and salt,” his eyes
light gray and twinkling with a perception of
the ridiculous, and his air, though it was po
litely respectful, showed a certain assured fa
miliarity indicative of a confidential position.
“ Well, Mr. Rawson,” said Mrs. Saville, re
suming her seat and placing her small favorite
on the chair beside her, “ what has brought
you here to-day ?”
Her tone was considerably more amiable
than it had been to her previous visitor.
“ What will, I hope, give you satisfaction. I
fancy we will succeed in getting that piece of
the Everton property you have been so anx
ious to purchase, for your price, and it will be
a decided bargain. I am to see the vendor’s
solicitor finally on Thursday, when I fancy he
will come in to our terms.”
“ I am very pleased, Mr. Rawson, very
pleaded indeed. I must say, you always man
age my business most satisfactorily. But you
say several farms on the property are unlet.
Now, I want my money to bring me in a de
cent percentage. What do you propose doing
with the land ?” Whereupon solicitor and
client plunged into an animated discussion,
in which Mrs. Saville proved herself to be a
shrewd woman of business.
“Well, Mr. Rawson,” she said, after a short
pause, “ respecting a smaller matter, yet not
an unimportant one. Have you made any in
quiries about an amanuensis or companion for
me ?”
‘ ‘ I hardly thought you were serious in the
wish you expressed-----”
“ I am, exceedingly serious,” she interruptad. “ My maid who has just left me was real
ly a very superior person, and could read aloud
very well; now I have a totally different wom
an. I must have some one who is fairly edu
cated, who can write, and keep accounts, and
read French,—I like French novels; she must
be fit to associate with, yet ready to leave me
to myself at a nod; I cannot be hampered with
any "one whose feelings I have to consider.
She must have pleasant manners and a sweet
voice, and look fit to be seen at luncheon and
when she comes out with me.”
“ My dear madam, you have indeed set me a
task! You must give me some time to find
out such a treasure.”
“I cannot give you much time. You must
find her as soon as you possibly can. Adver
tise in all the papers; heaps of young women
will apply; pick out one or two, but on no ac
count let me be worried with an indiscriminate
string of candidates: I know I shall be disgusted
with them. I will not ask any of my acquaint
ances: theyvalways recommend the most un
suitable people and are offended if you do not
take their protegees.' Then they bore you with
pitiful storief. No, my dear Mr. Rawson, let
it be a purely business matter.”
“ I shall do my best. Suppose I try an ad
vertisement in a provincial paper-----”
“ Do what you like; only remember I must
have a presentable, well-educated, well-man
nered young woman, - young, mind, who will
save me trouble, not give me any.”
The labors of Hercules were a trifle to this,
the quest of the Holy Grail plain sailing,”
sighed Mr. Rawson.
“ Oh you will do it as cleverly as you do
everything. Now, tell me, have you heard
anything of my son lately ?”
“ Of which, may I ask ?—Mr. Saville ?”
“No; of Hugh.”
“ Well, no, not for a week. He was at Nice,
I think.”
“ I know that, and it makes me very uneasy.
Why does he stay there ? It is not the sea
son.”
“Are you afraid of Monte Carlo? I don’t
think you need be. Mr. Hugh Saville never
was inclined to gamble.”
“ I am afraid of something much worse,—a
designing woman.”
“ Indeed !” And Mr. Rawson glanced curi
ously at her.
“ Yes,” continued Mrs. Saville, stroking the
little dog’s head thoughtfully. “ When he was
abroad some time ago (in the winter you know,
he made the acquaintance cf a horrid old gam

bling, disreputable friend of Lord Everton’s.
This man has a daughter, and I heard accident
ly that Hugh was a great deal with her. When
my son returned I warned him against such
penniless adventurers. He laughed in an odd,
bitter way, and said, ‘ Don’t trouble yourself,
my dear mother: Miss Hilton would not look
at me.’ I at once saw some deep scheme in
this: don’t you ?”
“Well, I can’t possibly say; there are so
many sides to human nature,—feminine human
nature especially. The young lady must be
rather peculiar if she would not look at Mr.
Hugh Saville. I should say he was rather a
pleasant object.”
“ I know you are fond of Hugh Mr. Rawson: your regard for him strengthens the old
ties that your excellent service has created.”
“Humph!” said Rawson to himself, “does
she think I am her footman ?” “ Yes,” he ob
served, “ your son was a true friend to my
poor wild lad. It’s owing to him that he is
what he is now, and has a chance of a respect
able life.”
“ I am very glad he was of use to your son,”
returned Mrs. Saville, with an air of infinite
superiority. “But, Mr. Rawson, do you not
think Hugh’s answer evasive ?”
“ Mr. Hugh Saville is never evasive. He
may have been a little huffed with the young
lady.”
“Then she was on the track of some other
prey,” said Mrs. Saville, scornfully. “ I have
an admirable match for Hugh, desirable in
every way: so, when I found he had wandered
back to Nice and was lingering there, I felt not
a little uneasy.”
“ Did you say the young lady’s name is Hil
ton ?” asked Rawson, suddenly.
“Yes; her father is, or calls himself, Captain
Hilton.”
‘ ‘ Then I don’t think you need distress your
self. I saw the death of a Captain Hilton
about a fortnight ago in the Times. He died
somewhere in France, bub not at Nice. I
noticed the name, because—oh, because I have
heard Lord Everton speak of him.”
“ How can you tell if it be the same ?” Mrs.
Saville was beginning, with great animation,
when the butler appeared, carrying on a salver
a large envelope bearing the inscription “ On
Her Majesty’s Service ” and addressed to Lieu
tenant Hugh Saville.
“ This is some appointment for my son,'’cried
Mrs. Saville. “ I knew it would come in this
unexspected way. Is itnot maddening that he
should be absent ?” As she spoke, she tore the
letter open and glanced at it, and, exclaiming,
“Yes, as I thought!” handed it to her confi
dential adviser. He took it, and read as fol
lows:
Admiralty, Whitehall, July 20, 187—.
“ Sir—I have the honor to inform you that
you are appointed to H. M. S. Vortig-ern, Flag
ship of Admiral Wardlaw, on the West Indian
Station.
“ You will proceed by the Mail leaving South
ampton on the 26th instant for Port Royal,
Jamaica.
“If H. M. S. Vortigern has left, you will re
port yourself to the Senior Naval Officer, from
whom you will get directions whereto join your
ship.
“ I have the honor to be, sir,
“Your obedient servant,
Robert Brown,
Secretary to the Admiralty.
“ To Lieutenant Hugh Saville.
“ Stafford Square, S. W.”

“There, that is just the opening Hugh has
wished for,—lieutenant of the flag-ship on the
West Indian Station. Why, if this threatened
rupture with Russia comes to anything, the
West Indian squadron would most probably
be ordered to the Black Sea,—nothing is more
probable: then he might have a chance of dis
tinguishing himself. I want to see my son an
admiral! How infinitely provoking that he
should be absent!”
“ You must telegraph to him without a mo
ment’s loss of time,” said Mr. Rawson. “ If he
starts to-morrow, or to-night, why, he’ll be
here in thirty-six or fourtv-eight hours,—say
Wednesday night or Thursday morning. Then
he may have two days to get what he wants
and catch the P. & O. boat on Saturday.
Very little time need be lost. Shall I wire for
you ?”
“ Oh, yes, please; and reply to this, too. Let
them know he is coming.”
“ Weil, there is little danger of your son be

ing caught now, Mrs. Saville. If Venus her
self had her hand on him he must break awayr
when such a summons may mean fighting.
Good-morning. Leave the telegraph to me7
and accept my best congratulations.” Mr,
Rawson bowed himself out.
Mrs. Saville mechanically rose and rang the
bell. Then she stood in a thought for a minute
and rang again.
This time the butler presented himself.
“Atkins,” said his mistress, “I expect Mr
Hugh on Wednesday or Thursday. He wilonly stay to collect his luggage, and goes on to
join the ship to which he has just been ap
pointed. I want you to look out his chest and
all his things. Let me know whatever you can
see is wanting, and order the carriage im
mediately of ter lunch. Send Jessop to me.”
“ I really think I might as well go to the
Montgomerys’ this evening,” she thought; “ I
feel so relieved, and even a glimpse of Hugh er>
passent will be delightful.”
CHAPTER II.
The two ensuing days were full of excite
ment—pleasureable excitement—to Mrs. Sa
ville.
Her keen eyes shone with a hard glitter a?
she thought that her son was probably saved i
from committing some dangerous folly, and|
launched afresh on a career which promised
honor and promotion. In truth, Mrs. Saville’s?
hopes and ambitions were centered on her second
son. Her eldest was an apathetic, well-bred,
briefless barrister, of dilettante tastes, given to
writing elegantly-expressed papers in the more
exalted periodicals on obscure passages in
Shakespeare, and latterly in Browning, on the
derivation of obsolete words, and other such
topics, in which ordinary mortals took not the
slightest interest.
Mrs. Saville was the only child and sole
heiress of an exceedingly wealthy Sheffield
manufacturer. She had married (not in her
teens) the accomplished, amiable distinguishedlooking younger brother of the Earl of Ever
ton, an impecunious peer whose sole means of
existence was derived from the rent of the
family mansion and domains. Mrs. Saville
was an extremely ambitious woman; she had
a keen desire for personal distinction, and in
her own mind had resolved that as her eldestson must in the order of things succeed his
uncle and become Earl of Everton, so Hugh
must marry a woman of rank and fortune
(whom she had already in her own mind selected
for him), and thus she would be free to give
the bulk of her belongings to support the title
which would devolve upon her eldest son. He
was a steady, irreproachable young man, but
her heart, her pride, centred in her Benjamin.
Mrs. Saville’s love was a somewhat onerous,
obligation: she had a very tough, inexorable
will, and a profound belief that she could man 
age every one’s affairs considerably better than
they could themselves,—a doctrine in*which
her younger son rarely agreed. His mother’s
greed for power was greatly developed by her
early widowhood, though the deceased Honor
able her husband was a peace-loving soul who
rarely contradicted her. Such was the condi
tion of things at the beginning of this narrative?
Receiving no reply to her telegram, Mrs.
Saville sat up late on the following Wednesday,,
hoping her son might arrive, and retired to
rest weary with unfulfilled expectation.
When her maid brought her early cup of tea..
the following morning, she announced that
“ Mr. Hugh arrived about half an hour tgoz
’m, and has gone to his room.”
Whereupon Mrs. Saville ordered her break
fast to be brought to her in her own apartment
that she might not delay her son’s refreshment
and prepared herself leisurely to meet him in
her morning-room.
She was already there to greet him when he
came upstairs.
“Well, my dear Hugh! I am glad to seeyou. My best congratulations. Have you
read the Secretary’s letter ? I told Atkins" to
give it to you.”
“ Yes, he did,” said Hugh, shortly; then he
kissed his mother’s brow and stood looking at
her with a troubled expression.
He was a fair, sun burnt man of perhaps six
or seven-and-twenty, rather above middle
height, broad-shouldered, and seeming shorter
than he really was. His features were good,.
I and a pair of large handsome brown eyes light’ ed up his face, which was r<Aare ( and strong
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his hair and thick moustaches were light
brown, with a reddish tinge.
“ Why, Hugh, you are looking ill and worn.
Have you been ill ?”
“ No, not in the least; never was better.”
“ What is the matter, then? You do not
seem like yourself. Why did you not arrive
last night ?”
“ I came as quickly as I could; the trains at
this season are inconvenient,” he returned,
still in an absent tone. He had a pleasant,
deep-chested voice, and, though he had never
given much time to its cultivation, could sing a
good second.
“ If you had started on Monday night after
ou had my telegram, you might have been
ere yesterday.”
“ I could not, mother.” And he began to
pace the room in quarter-deck style.
“ Why ?” persisted Mrs. Saville, with vague
uneasiness.
“ Because I had a rathei’ particular engage
ment on Tuesday morning.”
‘ ‘ What do you mean ?”

“ I had arranged to be married on Tuesday
morning, and I could not disappoint the parson
and the consul, to say nothing of my fiancee,”
he returned, with a grim smile, aud pausing in
his walk opposite his mother.
“ Married !” she repeated, growing white and
grasping the arms of her chair. “ Hugh, this
is a stupid, vulgar jest.”
“ It is not, mother. I am married as fast as
church and state can bind me. If I look hag
gard and seedy you need not wonder, for it
sn't pleasant to leave your bride almost at the
church door, I can tell you.”
“ Madman!” she hissed through her set teeth,
while her keen black eyes flashed with fury.
“To what adventuress have you fallen a
victim ?”
“ Hush,” he said, with some dignity: “you
must not speak disrespectfully of my wife.
To-morrow or next day you will see full par
ticulars in the Times.”
“ What!” she almost screamed, “ are you in
such haste to blazen your disgrace to the
world ?”
“ I may as well let you know at once,” he
continued, not heeding her interruption.
“ My wife was Miss Hilton, daughter of the
late Captain Hilton, an <jl<T cavalryman, of
good family, I believe; but that I don’t care a
rap about.”
‘ I expected this,” said Mrs. Saville, in a low,
concentrated tone, and rising in her wrath.
“ Some inner voice told me evil would come of ,
your long, unaccountable stay in that vile
place. Now leave me. Never let me set eyes
upon you again. You have blasted my hopes,
you have destroyed my affection for you, you
cease to be my son.”
“ Stop!” cried Hugh, in such a tone of com
mand that his mother obeyed. “You must
and shall hear me. Pray sit down. I have a
good deal to say.” He resumed his walk for a
moment, while he strove to collect himself.
Mrs. Saville was silent, watching him with
cruel, glittering eyes.
“You have a right to be angry,” Hugh be
gan, throwing himself into a chair near his
mother’s. “ You have been a good mother to
me, and you deserve that I should have con
sulted you,—no, not exactly consulted, for a
man has no more unquestionable right than of
choosing a wife, but that I should have told
you in time of my intentions. Knowing that
you would do your best to forbid or prevent
the marriage, even to the length of writing
cruelly to Kate, I determined to say nothing
till the deed was accomplished. Now hear me.
[ first met the Hiltons in Naples nearly two
years ago, when I was with the Mediterranean
squadron. My uncle Evertcn was there^ and I
had leave now and again while we lay off
Sicily. You know I never bothered about
women, mother; but before I knew Kate Hil
ton a’week, I was fathoms deep. I don’t know
whether other people think her beautiful or
not, to me she is the best and loveliest-----”
Mrs. Saville made a motion of the hands ex
pressive of disgust and repulsion, while a con
temptuous smile curled her thin lips. “ There,
I will not trouble you with details,” continued
Hugh, grimly. “ She sang—well, like a prima
donna, and she used to let me sing with her,
but the more I showed her—yvell, the feelings
I could not repress, the colder and more distant
she grew. She drove me half mad. Then I
was ashore, as you know, and went off wandei ing abroad, hoping to meet her, as 1 did.
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Still she kept me at arms’-length, but some packed and removed by to-morrow evening at”
thing told me that she wasn't as indifferent as furthest. ”
she seemed. ”
“Yes, ’m,” said the man, with a bewildered^
‘ No doubt!” ejaculated Mrs. Saville.
look, knowing that Mr. Hugh was the favorite*
“ About six weeks ago, I went back to Nice, with his mother, as well as with the wholes
and found old Hilton very ill,—so bad that I household.
could scarce get speech of Kate. They were
“You understand me,” said his mistress,
lodging in the outskirts of the town. Then he sternly; “everything must be removed. And,.
died very suddenly at the last, and Kate, un Atkins, telegraph to Mr. Saville. I think he
nerved with watching and grief for the old has returned to his chambers: he was bo beman, who, though by no means a good father, away only a week. Say I want him to cone
was never actively unkind, broke down and here to luncheon.” The man, still looking
clung to me. She was friendless, penniless, stupefied, quitted the presence of his imperious
helpless. I took the command and insisted on mistress, who sat down to write with a steadyher marrying me.”
hand and a curious scornful smile on her lips.
“ Have you done yet ?” asked his mother,
Mrs. Saville’s son did not come to luncheon,,
harshly.
aud Mr. Rawson’s partner -wrote his regrets;
“Nearly. Have a little patience. As a that the head of the firm had left the office*
woman I ask you what opinion you would have before Mrs. Saville’s note had arrived, and.
of a man who could have deserted the girl he they did not know when he would return, but
loved with all his heart and soul in such deso that the writer would wait on Mrs. Saville at
lation ? Could I have helped her, given her once if she wished, and would telegraph.
So the obdurate mother's intention of
money, protection, anything, save as her hus
band ? She was not her usual proud self, or destroying her will at once was for the mo
she would have seen through the thin excuses ment frustrated. She therefore ordered thewith which I veiled your silence. Now, moth carriage, and, after paying a round of visits,
er, be tender, womanly,-ay, and reasonable. took a long drive, reaching home just in time'
Make up your mind to the inevitable. Kate is to see Atkins inspecting a pile of luggage,
my wife. See her before you condemn me, being placed on a cab. He hustled the men
before you banish me. Give her the protec who were assisting out of his lady’s way, say
tion I cannot stay to give. I have left her ing officiously, as he did so, “We have nearly
with the kind old Frenchwoman in whose cleared away everything, ’m. Just one or two
house her father died. I dared not endanger boxes are left for to-morrow. I did not like to
my career, my reputation, by losing an hour: take them so late into a private house, and it’&
so, for her sake as well as my own, I tore my a goodish step to Porchester Terrace.”
“Do what you like,” said Mrs. Saville, cold
self away. I don’t think I ever asked you a
favor: now I pray you, if you ever loved me, ly: “do not trouble me.” And she passed:
take my wife to your heart; let her live near through the hall, thinking, angrily, “ So that,
you; give her a chance of winning your good weak-minded man Rawson is giving that,
miserable, ungrateful dupe, my son, shelter*
opinion, your-----”
A scornful laugh iuterrupted him. “ Do and encouragement! I will call him to account:
you imagine I am as weak a fool as my son ? for this.”
It was a wretched evening. Mrs. Saville
such an abject weakling ? No, I shall have
nothing to do with you or your wife. Go; I was to dine with a distinguished dowager,,
shall not see you again. You have never and, with Spartan courage, arrayed herself in
asked me a favor ! Have I not paid your her best and went forth to smile and utterbland nothings about her dear boy’s haste to
debts ?”
“Yes, at old Rawson’s request, not mine, get off in good time, about his good fortune in
nor should I have incurred them had my being appointed to the flag-ship, and many
allowance been measured by the needs and more things about her mingled regret and.
habits with which I had been brought up. My satisfaction,—polite inventions with which
God! did you ever love my father, that you she vainly hoped to throw dust in the world’s^,
are so hardened against the first love of your shrewd eyes.
Next day detection took the wings of the
son’s life ?”
and came flying (if anything so solid,
“ I Lad a proper affection for my husband, morning
could
fly) in the shape of Lady Olivia Lumley.
but I should have not forgotten myself for any
man. I* repeat it, you cease to be my son from Times in hand, breathless, excited, she arrivei
before midday, a mark of unauthorized fa
this hour. You shall have the quarter’s allow miliarity;
ance now due to you, but after this not a
“Oh, my dear Mrs. Saville, my dear Eliza
penny more. See how you will get on with
the beggarly pittance you derive from your beth, have you seen what is in the Times f I
came
off at once. I could not bear that any
father. To-morrow I shall see Rawson about
altering my will. What wife will compensate one should break it to you but myself.” And
she held out the paper doubled down at the'
you for a life of poverty and obscurity ?”
“ Poor we may be, but obscure, if I live, we fatal announcement among the marriages.
“No, I have not,” cried Mrs. Saville, savage
shall not be,” said Hugh, rising, and looking
steadily at his mother, while he spoke very ly, snatching the paper, crushing it, aud throw
calmly. “ I may deserve some censure for ing it down, “ but I heard all about everything
not informing you of my plans, but this treat yesterday morning. I have disowned and.
ment I do not deserve. And yet I believe you banished my son. I will neter see him again.
have a heart, though so calked and coated But if you have come here to gloat over my
with worldliness that its natural impulses are rage and distress, you will be disappointed. I
hopelessly deadened, your natural good sense have merely cut off an offending member. He
blinded to the relative value of things. Wh '■ is not worth regretting. If you ever dare to
would the wealth of a kingdom be to me, if 1 mention the subject again, I shall decline to
knew the woman I love was groping her way hold any communication with you or to give a
painfully, with a bruised t spirit and bleeding reason for cutting you. The world can fill up
feet, through the rugged ways of life without the blanks.”
a hand to help her ? No, mother, your son is
man enough to risk everything rather that. I
CHAPTER III.
will obey you and go. Good-bye. God be with
you. I will never see your face again, until
Mr. Rawson found even a warmer recep
you ask me and my wife to visit you.
tion than he had anticipated awaiting him.
“ Then it is farewell forever,” said Mrs. when he presented himself the following day
Saville, sternly. “Take my thanks for this in Stafford Square.
repayment of all the care and thought and
Bitter lepro ches were showered upon him
affection I have lavished on you.”
for his disloyal encouragement of an ungrate
Hugh stood half a minute gazing at her, ful son, a weak, contemptible dupe. But Mr.
then, turning sharply, left the room without Rawson defended himself bravely.
another word.
No one could do so much with Mrs. Saville'
Mrs. Saville had risen to utter her last sen as the family solicitor. First, he was a shrewd,
tence, and now walked to the fireplace to ring far-seeing man, of great experience and un
sharply.
doubted integrity, in whose judgment she had.
“Tell one of the men to be ready in ten the greatest confidence. Then, too. i e was a
minutes. I want to send a note to Mr. Raw- rich man and perfectly independent, both in
son. It requires an answer,” she said to the position and in character So high was her
butler. “And, Atkins, I shall not want you opinion of him that she deigned to call
any more tq-day: you had better assist Mr. periodically on his daughters, and some years
Hugh. He is pressed for time. I wish every before, when she was in the habit of giving a.
thing belonging to him in,, this house to be large ball every season, sent them invitations*
x* a moxxiehu.
Me of months
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which were generally declined. Hugh Saville
-had been at school with the solicitor’s only
son, who was also in the navy, and, when the
young fellow evinced a tendency to drink,
stood by him and helped him at the turningoint where, but for friendly help, he might
ave taken the downward road.
Mrs. Saville, though decidedly a parvenue,
was too clever a woman to be a snob, though
her love of power and distinction made her
overvalue the effect of rank and title upon her
fellow-creatures. She was quite willing that
her sons should be on familiar terms with Mr.
Rawson’s family; they were perfectly safe in
the society of his quiet, unpretending daugh' ters; while the sincere regard entertained by
Mr. Rawson for the family of his distinguished
client, whose debts, difficulties, and involve
ments made many steps in the ladder by
which his father and himself had climbed to
fortune, lent something of a feudal character
to the tie existing between them.
To Mrs. Saville the greatest power on earth
was money; to it she felt she owed everything;
but she was no miser. She could be lavishly
/generous at times, especially to any one who
had served or gratified her own precious self.
She could throw alms, too, to the needy, as
you would a bone to starving curs; but to her
the poor were not exactly men or brothers.
Yet, as her son said, she was not without
heart, only lifelong undisputed command and
unchecked prosperity had hardened it; no one
could do much for her, or give her anything
she had not already, and amid the splendid
sunshine of her existence one small cloud, “ no
bigger than a man’s hand,” cast a deep shadow
against which her inner heart rebelled. She
was conscious that no one loved her, except,
indeed her son Hugh. This it was that made
her so hard; she did not realize that her man
ner, her haughty aspect, repelled such sweet
free-will offerings as love and tenderness.
Hugh Saville was fond of his mother, in
spite of many quarrels: he had inherited much
of her pride and strength, and a certain degree
of sympathy existed between them. When,
therefore, he had, as it seemed, thrown her
over for a mere clever adventuress, without a
moment’s hesitation, the one tender chord in
her heart snapped, and a tigerish fury raged
’within her.
“ My dear madam,” said Mr. Rawson when
she paused in her reproaches, “I can quite
understand your displeasure, but suffer me to
suggest that I have a right to receive whom I
like in my own house. I do not defend your
son's imprudence; but, though you renounce
him, surely you would not wish to deprive the
poor young fellow of friends as well as
kindred $ You may be right in renouncing
him, as an act of justice; to persecute him is
revenge, and to that I will be no party. ”
“ I do not understand these nice distinctions,”
cried Mrs. Saville, “ but I think your giving
shelter to—to that disobedient boy is incon
sistent with loyalty to me.”
“ Not in my opinion. Your son is not the
first young man who has left father and
mother to cleave uqto his wife. He has been
singularly imprudent; still---- ”
“Imprudent! A dupe! a fool! an ungrate
ful idiot! Can’t you see the game of the
adventuress all through ?”
“ I must say, such a construction might be
ut on the disastrous story. If you are right,
owever,” continued Mr. Rawson, with an air
of profound consideration, “ your son is more
sinned against than sinning, and our aim
^should be to cut the fatal knot if possible.”
“Possible! Why, it is not possible. The
marriage is strictly legal. ”
“ Nevertheless, if Mr. Hugh Saville’s wife is
the sort of a woman you imagine,—and it may
be so,—she will hardly live for a year and
more away from her husband (the vortigern
will not be out of commission for fourteen
months at least)—she will hardly live for all
these months alone, and within reach of the
crew with which her father used to associate,
without getting into a scrape of some kind. I
propose to have her care ully watched. If she
gives us just reason for action, let her be
punished and your son saved from her clutches.
If she proves a good woman and true, why,
you must relax something of your severity.”
“ I can safely promise what you will, if she
proves good and true. How do you propose to
find out ?”
“ The lady remains near Nice, in the same
rooms occupied by her father. Mr. Saville
thinks that the owner of the house is kind and

respectable ; his wife—well, I must call her so
at present—knows little of English ways, and,
besides, it is cheaper. Now’, there is a man
already employed in similar dirty work by an
eminent firm (not mine, I beg to say), and he
can quite well accept a second commission;
only he must be warned not to find out w’hat
does not exist. We want facts, not condemna
tion.”
“ I want freedom for my son; but the idea is
a good one, Mr. Rawson. I shall never be the
same to Hugh, but I should prefer punishing
the woman.”
“ It is but natural,” remarked Rawson.
“ At all events, I give you carte blanche.
And remember, Mr. Rawson, 1 must have my
will to-morrow; I am determined to destroy it.
It strikes me that your coming without it
to-day looks very like playing into Hugh’s
>ands.”
“You do us both injustice. I am reluctant
you should change it, but your son never men
tioned the subject to me. Indeed, he is too
breathlessly busy, and a good deal harassed by
his—by the lady’s anxiety to come out as a
public singer, for which she was trained,
He-----”
“For God’s sake, no!” cried Mrs. Saville,
starting from her seat. “Anything but that!
Great heavens! imagine the name of Mrs.
Hugh Saville in huge letters at the top of a
play-bill! It would be monstrous!”
“Oh, she would come out as Signora some
body. I would not oppose it if I were you.
But I think your son has forbidden the plan.’’
“Why should I take any further trouble ?”
said Mrs. Saville, throwing herself back in her
chair. “ Let things go.”
“Very well.” Mr. Rawson rose to take
leave. “Lord Everton arrived yesterday.
He makes some short stay in town, but no
doubt he will call on you.”
“ Then I shall not see him. I shall getaway,
I hope, next week: I cannot stay in town; yet
1 dread the country. Do not forget to send
my will this afternoon by a special messen
ger.”
“ I shall be sure to do so.”
“ And come the day after to-morrow to take
my instructions for a new one. I don’t wish to
die intestate.”
“ My dear Mrs. Saville, what a comic idea!”
“ If you knew how 1 felt you would not
think it an unnatural one.”
“ A few weeks’ quiet in the country will set
you up.”
“The country without companionship will
not be cheerful; yet I want to get away from
every one. At Inglefield, however, I have my
gardens.”
“ A delightful resource,” said Rawson, absent
ly. His attention had begun to wander, and
he hastened to make his adieux.
A conspiracy of small things, however,
seemed to have been formed against the execu
tion of Mrs. Saville’s plans.
Rawson faithfully fulfilled his promise, and
sent her will, which that very night she tore
up with vicious energy and burned in the
empty grate of her dressing-room, but the
trusty adviser was immensely engaged for the
next fortnight, and when he offered the servi
ces of his partner they were invariably de
clined. Then, by some mistake, there had
been a delay in beginning certain repairs and
decorations at Inglefield (Mrs. Saville’s villa in
Surrey), and when she drove down to inspect
them she found the smell of paint so over
powering that she at once postponed her re
moval for at least ten days. Finally she sent
for her doctor and commanded him to pre
scribe for the bad feverish cold she declared
she had caught, and above all to order absolute
quiet. All this time her eldest son was absent.
He was spending a delightful and profitable
few days, which stretched into a fortnight,
with a learned antiquarian who had a place in
Lincolnshire, from where they enjoyed them
selves examining the fine old churches to be
found in that shire, taking rubbings of brasses,
and spending happy mornings in deciphering
half-effaced inscriptions.
These were bitter days to the proud, selfish
woman, who felt that the love which had kept
her heart from freezing, her narure from grow
ing quite stony, had been snatched from her
by a stranger, a mere adventuress, w’ho most
likely saw in Hugh only a useful husband,
whose money and position would make life
luxurious and secure. For the sake of this
stranger, the son she loved so well in her own
silent, exactinaufcL had cast aside all sense of

duty, all affection, all regard for her rightful
authority. It was the first check she had ever
received; and to her it seemed a moral earth
quake.
The feverish cold she feigned at first became
really an attack of low fever, and her medical
attendant grew anxious that she should have
change of air.
Ill or well, she never ceased to insist on hav
ing her new will completed and brought to
her for execution. In vain Mr. Rawson begged
of her to await the return of her eldest son and
consult -him first. Mrs. Saville rejected the
suggestion with scorn.
“Richard knows no more about business
than one of his own chipped alabaster saints.
He has preposterous unworldly notions. I have
no respect whatever for his opinion: so just
bring me my will, wdthoub further manoeuvr
ing. I know you are working for that ungrate
ful, worthless son of mine; but it is of no use.
If you refuse to do my bidding I can find
plenty who will.”
“ Very true, Mrs. Saville; but I do not deny
that I am reluctant to see my young friend
cut off witho'ut even a shilling. Do not be in a
hurry. You cannot tell what time may bring
forth.”
“No, Mr. Rawson, I will not wait. Death
may come at any moment, and I could n6t
rest in my grave if I thought that designing
minx v? as revelling in the enjoyment of my
money.”
“ Well, then, I will do your bidding. The
day after to-morrow I will send my head clerk
with the will. You can get one of your own
people for a second witness.”
“ Then I shall leave town on Thursday. Until
I have signed, sealed, and delivered it into
your hands, I shall not quit this house. Can I
trust it to you. Mr. Rawson ?”
“My dear madam, do you take me for a
felon ?”
Mrs. Saville smiled,—a swift, bright smile,
such as at rare—very rare—intervals lit up
her grave face.
“Well, I shall leave it in your hands.”
There was a short pause, and she resumed:
“ Among all this worry, I suppose you have
not had time to find me a lady companion ?”
“ Yes, I have made some inquiries, and find
it is no easy matter. The fact is, I enlisted my
eldest daughter in your service. She is a sen
sible, thoughtful young woman, and very
anxious to select the right article. She was
speaking to me only this morning, and was
rather depressed about it. There are shoals of
women seeking such an appointment, but very
few that are suitable.”
“ One that did not suit would be worse than
none.”
“ Exactly. Now, my daughter suggested
something that might suit, if you do not mind
waiting a week.”
“ I fear, Mr. Rawson, I shall have to wait
considerably longer.”
“ Well, the lady I was going to mention is
the niece of our rector down in Wales, mgr
native place. He has been dead many years,
but this girl lived on with his widow, who died
a few months ago. She is an orphan, very
slenderly provided fdr, and is coming to stay
with my girls for a few weeks. She is a
gentlewoman, and well educated. I have not
seen her since she was very young, so I will
take a look at her before I say any more. If I
think it worth while troubling you, she might
call, and you could form your own judgment,
or take her on trial for a couple of months.”
“ Thank you, Mr. Rawson. I am very much
obliged. I should like to see her. For I can
not have a fright or a dowdy before my eyes
every day. When do you expect this girl 3”
“ I am not quite sure. Soon, certainly.”
“ I should like to see her before I leave.”
“ I will ask my daughter to write this even
ing and ask her to come a little sooner.”
“Yes, pray do. If she is at all reasonable
and intelligent, she may be of great use to me.
Imagine, Mr. Rawson, Lady Olivia proposing
to give me her ‘ dear Sophia ’ for six months,
to be my daughter and to cheer me up! Why,
the girl is as great an idiot as her mother!”
“ Indeed! The offer was well meant.”
“ I hate well-meaning people.”
Mr. Rawson laughed. “ I suppose I may tell
you I had a few lines from Mr. Hugh-----” . he
began, when he was swiftly silenced by an im
perative, “ No, you may not. I will not allow
that name to be mentioned before me, unless,
indeed, we can succeed in breaking this unfort
unate marriage.”
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“ I suppose there is hardly a soul left in town..
Mr. Rawson looking very grave, bent his
“That is best. Trial only can prove if we
Just called at the Montgomerys’, and found the3 suit each other. ”
head.
“ Have you settled about terms with Mr,
“ By the way, what is the name of the lady house shut up: so I came on here to have a chatfc
and a bit of luncheon.”
Rawson ?”
you mentioned ?”
“ My dear George, I don’t mean to give youl
“ Yes: they are most satisfactory. ”
“ Oh! Miss Desmond.”
any luncheon. A lady is coming here fshe3
“ Desmond does not sound Welsh.”
“Very well. I shall go to the country in a.
ought to be here now. I am going to test her' day or two, and then I hope you will join me,
“ She is Irish on one side.”
qualifications for the onerous office of com- You have been on the Continent, I believe;
“Hum! I do not like Irish people.
panion and ‘ souffredordeur ’ to myself, and IE then you can read French?”
“ She is only half Irish.”
“Yes, fairly well.”
“I could not have her reading aloud with can’t have you here talking nonsense.”
“By Jove!” exclaimed the young man,” thiss
“ There is the bell. Pray join me at lunch
that horrible accent.”
is
quite
a
new
idea!”
eon.”
“ Well, is it worth while taking the trouble
“ Then of course it is strange to you.”
“ Thank you, I shall be very happy.”
of seeing her ?”
“ Won’t she be a bore ?”
“Yes, I will see her,” said Mrs. Saville, with
“ Takes things coolly,” thought Mrs. Saville ;
“ Do you think I shall allow myself to he) “knows her own value, probably. So much
decision. “ I can tell at a glance whether she
bored ?”
the better. I could not stand a gushing girl. ”
will do or not.”
“ Well, no, Aunt Saville,” said Lumley, withl
“ Then I shall wish you a very good morning,
At luncheon the hostess started various topics
and my daughter will let you know when Miss a bright smile, “ I don’t think you will.”
in an easy unstudied way, and found that her
Here
the
door
was
again
thrown
open,
and
I young guest, though far from talkative, was
Desmond can wait upon you.”
Mrs. Saville thanked him again, and. bade the butler announced, with much dignity,, quite equal to discussing them intelligently.
“ Miss Desmond.”
him a gracious good-bye.
As soon as they rose from the table, Miss Des“ There, you may go,” said Mrs. Saville, im• mond took leave of her new lady patroness^
patiently.
promising to obey her summons whenever it
“ Very well,” said the young man, good- came.
CHAPTER IV.
humoredly. “ I will call again before I leave>
“Really,” thought Mrs. Saville, as she
The vindictive pleasure of signing her will, town. My mother sent you her best love.”
dressed for an afternoon airing, “ I believe
and receiving a stiff acknowledgment from Mr.
“ I am very much obliged. If you want a- that girl may do. If sfee d^es not, why, it is
Rawson of its safe receipt, occupied Mrs. Sa dinner, come back here ac seven thirty.”
no great matter. She certainly has the air
ville for a few days, before the expiration of
“ A thousand thanks, I am already engaged. and manner of a gentlewoman.”
which she received a few polite liqes from Miss Au revoirV He shook hands and retreated,
Rawson saying that, if quite convenient, her pausing at the door to let a lady pass,—a tall,
Mrs. Saville, however, was far too much
young friend, Miss Desmond, would call on slender young woman, in a simple black dress; preoccupied by her bitter reflections and
Mrs. Saville between one and two on the fol as straight as it could be at that period of: vengeful projects to bestow many thoughts
lowing day. ‘
**
flounces, furbelows, draperies, and sashes. Thes upon the new member of her household. But,
“ I am sure I hope she will do, and not bo coo new-comer was young, yet youthfully mature;; Miss Desmond received the expected summons
silly,” thought the imperious little woman, as she wore a quiet, becoming bonnet, and wasi in due course, and journeyed punctually by
she penned a brief acceptance of the appoint rather pale,—warmly, healthfully pale,—with the appointed train towards her new home.
ment. “ The generality of women are wonder wavy nut-brown hair, a pair of dark gray or
Inglefield, Mrs. Saville’s place, was scarcely
fully foolish and narrow; though men are idio blue eyes, deepened by nearly black brows and an hour from Waterloo Bridge. It hadr
tic enough too, occasionally. A whole day of lashes, a sweet pathetic mouth and red dewy nevertheless, an air of seclusion not to be
Richard’s company is almost more than I can lips; she moved with easy undulating grace found at double the distance in other directions^
stand; yet he is always respectable, and would suggestive of long, well-formed limbs.
the South-Western Line, for some occult
never commit the culpable folly his-----there,
“ A deuced fine girl,” was the young dragoon’s reason, never having found favor in the eyes,
1 will not think any more of that.”
mental commentary, as he stood aside to let her of the smaller fry of the city men. The pic
The nlorrow came bright and warm, as be pass, and, with a slight bow, disappeared from turesque country round Egham is compara
fitted the last days of summer; and Mrs. Sa the room.
tively free from the eruption of villa residences
ville established herself in the smaller of her
“Miss Desmond,” repeated Mrs. Saville, which crowd other localities.
two drawing-rooms, a beautiful and gorgeously “come and sit here beside me.” She looked
Mrs. Saville, who felt the quiet of her coun
furnished room, full of buhl and marble-inlaid piercingly at her visitor as she made a slight try home rather oppressive, began to wish for
tables, luxurious chairs and sofas, old-china courtesy "and handed her a note before taking some one to break the painful monotony of
statuettes, flowers, and all the etceteras which a seat, saying, in a soft, clear, refined voice,” her thoughts,—some one whose face and voice
wealth can give. It opened on a small con Mr. Rawson was so good as to give me a few were quite unconnected with the past,—“the
servatory in which a fountain played, and was introductory lines.”
past,” to her, meaning the ever-present image
cooler than her boudoir.
“ Quite right. A lawyer’s instinctive pre of her offending son. She had a certain sense
She was half reclining among the cushions caution,” returned Mrs. Saville, opening it and of relief in the prospect of companionship, for
of a lounge, with her precious little dog beside glancing at the contents.
in truth she was, and always had been, a very
her, aud trying to give her attention to the
“ I suppose you know the usual sort of ser lonely woman.
When, therefore, shortly
Tim?s, when the door was opened and “Cap vice expected from a companion?—reading before dinner, Miss Desmond arrived, she watain Lumley ” was announced.
aloud, writing letters, doing the agreeable received with comparative cordiality.
“ Why, where did you come from?” she ex when there is no one else to talk, and, above
“ I told them to send down the omnibus, as
claimed, not too cordially, and holding out her ali, understanding when to be silent. It can’t it would be more convenient for your luggage,”
small be-ringed hand to a tall, slight, well-set be the most delightful kind of life; but you said Mrs. Saville, after they had exchanged
up young man, with light hair and moustaches, will have a comfortable home if you stay.”
greetings.
laughing eyes, and a certain resemblance to
Miss Desmond had colored faintly while she
“ My luggage consisted of one dress-basket,”'
Hugh Saville, though of a slighter, weaker listened, and now smiled, a pleasant smile, said Miss Desmond, smiling. “Considering
type.
though her lips quivered as if she were a little that my stay may be but short, I did not like
“From Herondyke, my dear aunt,” he re nervous.
to bring more.”
turned, drawing a chair beside her. “ I have
“When you want to earn your bread, you
“That was prudent. Now I am going to
just a day or two in town, and I thought I’d do not expect to be housed and paid merely to dine early,—that it, at six,—in order to take a.
try if you were still here. Deucedly hot, ain’t amuse yourself. I think I know what my drive afterwards: the evenings are the best
it?”
duties would be.”
part of the day.”
“Yes, pleasantly hot. Are you on your
“ Add to this knowledge that I am a very
That first evening was trying. Mrs. Sa
way to Hounslow ?”
exacting person, without a tftige of sentiment. ville was very silent, but so long as they
“ Yes, just like my luck! they give me my I have no notion of treating any one who does moved smoothly and rapidly through cool
leave when there’s not a thing to do. And me certain service for certain remuneration as dewy woods, fragrant fields, and gentlythat young beggar Mignolles, my sup, gets it a daughter. That is all nonsense.”
winding lanes with rustic fences and pictur
next week, and will come in for the 12th.”
“ I think it is,” said Miss Desmond, calmly.
esquely-broken banks, the silence was not op
“What a misfortune!” said Mrs. Saville,
Mrs. Saville looked at her sharply, and met pressive. Miss Desmond had plenty to think
sardonically. “ I suppose you are all as usual?” a pair of very steadfast eyes in which some of,—the struggles and difficulties of youth
“ Yes. Uncle Everton is at Herondyke just thing like a smile lurked. “ How old are you?” spent in genteel poverty; the loss of her nearest
now, and in great force. He is the most she asked abruptly.
and dearest; the vanishing of many a dream
amusing old boy I ever met. Are you better,
‘ ‘ I shall be two-and-twenty in September that even at twenty-two life had taught her
Aunt Saville ? My uncle said he called here next.”
must be resigned; and, through all, the endur
on his way through, and you were not well
“ Hum! you look at once more and less than ing hope which in such strong natures is too
enough to see him.”
that. Can you read aloud !”
deeply rooted to be scorched by the noontide“ I was not well; and I certainly should not
“ Yes. Whether I can read well is for you heat or withered by the midnight blast,—the
get out of my bed to see Lord E^ erton.”
instinctive consciousness of her own tenderness
to judge.”
“Wouldn’t you? Well, I—Oh—ah—yes,
“ Can you play or sing ?”
and loyalty, which gave vitality to her belief
to be sure,” said the young man, hesitatingjy,
in the possibility of happiness. The quiet
“ J. can play a little---- ”
as he suddenly remembered his aunt’s reason
“ I know what that means. Now, suppose beauty of the country, the soothing tran
for wrath against the offending peer.
you read me this speech of Lord Hartington’s ” quillity of the hour, gave her an exquisite
“I am glad to see you looking so much bet handing her the paper. .Miss Desmond took it, sense of rest which she thankfully accepted.
ter, at all events,” he went on. “ When do you and immediately began. After about ten min
Returned, however, and shut up in the
go down to Inglefield ?”
utes Mrs. Saville said, not unkindly, “That lamp-lit dreewing-room, silence did become op
“On Saturday.”
will do. You read fairly well. You do not pressive, and Miss Desmond, remembering;
“ I can often ride over and see you,” contin pronounce some names properly.”
her employer’s hint, felt reluctant to break it.
ued Lumley, with a facinating smile. He had
“ I suppose you do needlework ? Girls like
“ For names there is no rule, and sometimes
a nice voice and a pleasan*- caressing manner: opinions respecting them differ. I shall, of you generally have something of that kind in.
indeed, he was considered a very irresistible course, nronn H<h t hem in the way youprefe
their hands.”
young man by the women, and“ not a bad fel
Mrs. Savi? smiled Uhnt for a moment. “ If i I do a good deal, and I have some that can,
low” by the men.
you are in
couple of months with t■ appear in a drawing-room.
“You are very good,” frigidly.
* “I used In do fancy-work myself,” said Mrs.,
me, I an
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Saville, “for it is intolerable to sit idle; but I
find I dare not trifle with my eyes, which I
.have always tried too much. However, I
must do something. I cannot sib with my
Biands before me while you read.”
“ Knitting is not bad for the eyes,” suggested
'Miss Desmond.
“I have always despised it as purely me
chanical, but now I shall be obliged to adopt it.
Do you know how to knit ?—can you teach
/me ?”
“ Yes; I did a good deal of knitting when I
was in Germany.”
“ Oh! do you understand German ?”
“ I could make my way in Germany; but I
■cannot read German aloud as I do French.”
“ And I do not understand a word of the
language. I was only taught French and
Italian. Ah, what a potent epitome of man
kind’s opinion, the rage for that uncouth
tongue as soon as the race that speaks it suc
ceeded ! Success is the measure of everything. ”
“ I cannot think so. We have no plumb-line
with which to fathom the depth where future
^triumph lies hidden under present failure.”
“ That is no argument,” returned Mrs. Saville. “Now, Miss Desmond, I am going to
my room, and I dare say you will be glad to
*do the same. I breakfast in summer at eight.
-Good-night.”
The next few days enabled Mrs. Saville and
her newly-established companion to fit into
their places. “ She is less formidable than I
'expected,” thought the latter. “I must keep
•constantly before my mind that she is on trial
with me, as I am with her. 1 am not bound to
spend my life here, nor have I given up my
freedom. She interests me; for, hard as she
seems, I believe she is not without heart.
xShall I ever be able to find it ?”
“ That girl is not so tiresome, after all.
Thank heaven, she is no fool, and she is not
«a bit afraid of me,” mused Mrs. Saville. “ How
I hate and despise folly and cowardice! they
^generally go together. There’s a great deal of
style about her, yet she must have been always
.•steeped to the lips in poverty. If I had a
'daughter like her, I should want the first
statesman in England for her husband. Bah!
what; folly! If I had had a daughter she
would have been as indifferent to me as the
rest, and would probably have married a
.groom to spite me. As no one cares for me, I
bad better concentrate my affection on myself.
People may be indifferent to love, they are
never indifferent to power; and money is
power, especially if backed by common sense.”
So the knitting and reading went on success
fully, and Mrs. Saville was sometimes surprised
by the light-hearted enjoyment which her
tofrwe showed in any drolleries which crop
ped up in the course of their readings. Mrs.
Saville herself was not without a certain grim
-sense of humor, but she was sometimes sur
prised, and not too well pleased, at the quick
perception of the ridiculous which so often
•gleamed in Miss Desmond’s expressive eyes.
Daughter is what neither pride nor power can
defy, and few can hope to impose on him or
her whose instinctive feeling of the absurd can
blow away the chaff of pretension. Still, to
her patroness the young lady’s manner was
not only perfectly w’ell bred, but tinged with a
sweet deference which implied a willingness to
do her service which did not fail to please the
stern woman, while it in no way touched her
.self-respect.
Miss Desmond had been little more than a
week at Inglefield, when, returning home from
the neighboring vicarage, whence she had
been despatched with a message respecting
some of the local charities to which Mrs. Sa
ville contributed, she entered the drawing
room through one of the French windows
which opened on a veranda and thence on to
the grounds.
The lady of the house was not there, but
lounging comfortably in her especial chair sat
-a gentleman, who, directly Miss Desmond
-entered, rose and made her a bow—a bow
which proved that bowing was not yet quite a
lost art. He was a tall, elderly man of uncer
tain age, slight and elegant, with fine aquiline
features and light-blue laughing eyes that
looked as if boyhood still lingered there in
spite of the wavy gray hair that curled round
.a rather low but well-shaped forehead. He
was carefully, admirably dressed, and inde
scribably fresh and cool, though it was a burn
ing August day.
“ Allow me to explain my appearance here,”

he said, in a pleasant, youthful voice. “ I have
taken the exceedingly uninteresting journey
from London to this villeggiatura, and I now
await its amiable mistress’ pleasure as to
whether she will see me or not.”
“ Has she been told you are here ?” asked
Miss Desmond, taking off a large garden-hat
which she continued to hold in her hard, won
dering who this could be. Mrs. Saville’s
visitors had hitherto been few and far be
tween, her acquaintances at that season being
scattered in remote regions.
“ Yes, I believe her major-domo has conveyed
my pasteboard to the august presence. ” And
the stranger, with the air of being very much
at home, drew forward a chair, which Miss
Desmond did not accept.
“ Pray, has Mrs. Saville been long here ?”
“ About a fortnight.”
“And you—have you been here all that
time ?”
“Not quite.”
“Ah! what wonderful resisting power! I
should have imagined you would both by this
time be extinct from mental inanition.” Miss
Desmand laughed,—a sweet, well-amused
laugh.
“And you can laugh like that!” he con
tinued. “ Then your vitality has of course
kept my revered sister-in-law alive. It must,
however, exhaust your own vital powers to
give out ozone—no, what do they call it ?—
electricity—to such a degree. There is nothing
to me so soul-destroying, so deadening, as
suburban rusticity. Won’t you sit down ? I
can’t stand any longer myself.”
“ Then pray do not. I do not sib down be
cause I am not going to stay. I thought Mrs.
Saville would come in immediately,” said Miss
Desmond, who began to preceive in some way
that this pleasant, talkative personage was a
good deal older than he seemed.
“ Since you permit it, then.” And he sank
into his chair with a sigh of relief.
“You see,” he went on, “ this sort of place is
just far enough from London to cut you off
from all the conveniences of town life, and too
near for any of the legitimate amusements and
occupations of the country. Why, if you did
flush a*partridge you dare not let fly at him,
for fear of your neighbor’s cocks and hens!”
“As I never hunt or shoot, this seems a
most delightful abode to me,” she returned,
smiling.
“By Jove! you are easily pleased,” said he,
looking rather earnestly at her. “ By the way,
I do not think I have had the pleasure of meetiny you before; indeed, I am sure I have not,
for I could not possibly forget you!” Miss Des
mond made him a pretty, saucy courtesy.
“ Couldn’t,’pon my soul! So I fear I have
not the honor of counting you among my kins
folk.”
“ Indeed you have not,” laughing a sweet,
fresh laugh. “ I am Mrs. Saville’s demoiselle
de compagnie, and am paying her a probation
ary visit.”
“ The deuce you are! What immense cour
age some women have!—though they say the
race of Amazons is extinct.”
Here the butler appeared, and said, “ Mrs.
Saville will see you, my lord, if you will come
this way.” The gentleman rose, and made an
other elegant bow as he passed Miss Desmond,
saying, in a low tone, “ Pray for me, sweet
saint!” and left the room.
“ What an amusing person! I wonder who
he is. Some relation, I suppose, or he would
not speak so freely,” thought Miss Desmond.
“I must not go to Mrs. Saville at present.”
She too left the room by a different exit, and
ascended to her own pleasant apartment,
which looked out to the front; a dressing-closet
opened from it, and, except for the bed, it was
furnished like a sitting-room. After leaning
from the window for some minutes, apparent
ly in deep thought, she went to her writingtable, and, unlocking a desk with a key which
hung to her chain, she began to add some
lines to a closely-written letter which lay
therein.
She had written for a considerable time,
when the sound of wheels and horses’ feet
drew her to the window, from whence she saw
the gentleman with whom she had spoken in
the drawing-room descend the hall door steps
to enter a very rusty fly or station cab. He
had a comically rueful expression of counte
nance, and, looking round
' the front of the
house, his quick eye car
\t of Miss Desmond’ To her aL
so.welt
hjs hat
and gave a slighL 1 cas aal(^e a before step-
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ping into his cab, which drove off immediately.
“ I wish I had not looked out,” she thought;
then, smiling at the idea, it struck her as very
like an “expulsion.” “No doubt Mrs. Saville
could be very severe,—even cruel, but she is
good to me. I had better give her the vicar’s
message; yet I feel half afraid. This will not
do. My best, my only chance is fearlessness.”
She paused a moment, then locked away her
writing again, and proceeded down a long pas
sage and a short stair to the wing in which
was Mrs. Saville’s study. (The word boudoir
is quite inappropriate.)
She knocked at the door, and was impera
tively told to come in. Mrs. Saville was walk
ing up and down, evidently much disturbed.
“ I beg your pardon,” hesitating.
“ Oh, come in, come in! I have been wor
ried by an importunate fool; but I am not so
overset that I cannot attend to anything else.
Did you see the vicar ?”
“ I did; and he is very sorry, but he has al
ready returned the plans of the cottages to the
builder.”
“ Then he must get them back,” very sharp
ly. “I will walk over myself to the vicarage.
I want movement, and Prince wants a walk.”
She sat down as she spoke, and took her little
dog (which was begging for Miss Desmond’s
notice) on her lap. “ Did you happen to see
Lord Everton ?”
“ The gentleman who has just left ? Yes; he
was in the drawing-room when I came in.”
“ He is one of the most comtemptible men in
England,” continued Mrs Saville,—“ a mere
butterfly at sixty-three. He has only existed
for pleasure his whole life, and even now
pleasure still pleases. His sense of enjoyment
has been his ruin. A trifler of the most trif
ling description, without an ambition or an
aim; worst of all, reckless of how he may
throw others into temptation or difficulty.
He has injured me past forgiveness, and yet he
comes meandering here to try and talk me
over to induce me to pardon the cruellest in
jury that could be inflicted. I told him my
opinion fully; but to be seriously angry with
such a creature is like taking a howitzer to
shoot a humming-bird. Come, Miss Desmond,
let us go out into the open air. What o’clock
is it ? Nearly five ? I shall walk round the
grounds until it is time to find the vicar.”
They paced somewhat slowly across the
grounds to a wooded rising ground on the left
of the house, from which a view of it and its
surroundings could be obtained, and when they
had accomplished the ascent Mrs. Saville sat
down, as if tired, on a seat placed at the best
point of lookout. Her companion had ob
served that the keen, active woman was
stronger in spirit than in flesh, and felt a sort
of pity for this rich, prosperous, desolate lady.
“ What a sweet, beautiful place this is !” she
exclaimed, after gazing at the scene before her
for a few minutes. “I think it is the most
charming I have ever seen.”
“ Then you have not seen much,” returned
Mrs. Saville, testily.
“That is true. I have not seen any fine
places in England, and the palaces and cha
teaux abroad are so melancholy; but who could
desire anything beyond the exquisite, graceful,
home-like beauty of Inglefield
It was, in truth, a delightful abode, shel
tered on the east by the upland from which
they now looked down: the ground sloped
steeply from the opposite side, giving a wide
view over a richly-wooded country; while the
house, gardens, and grounds occupied the level
space between. Fine trees stood about, for In
glefield was an old country-house dating toler
ably far back, built in the half-timbered style,
the first story of fine bricks, the upper part
beams and plaster, with high chimneys and
many-gabled roofs. The large additions made
by Mrs. Saville’s father had been carried out
in strict accordance with the original plan,
and the garden designed to suit it also. A cir
cular lawn, surrounded with flowering shrtibe
and dotted with several large spreading trees,
separated the house from a wide avenue which
opened exactly opposite the entrance, over
arched by a double row of great old elms at
either side. Beyond, on the left, from a wood
ed hollow, through which a trout-stream had
been widened and damned into a miniature
lake, glimpses of which could be caught when
the sunlight fell upon it, rose the smoke from
some unseen chimney.
“ Home-like,” repeated Mrs. Saville. “ There
is an immense amount of nonsense talked
about home. I wish you could see Kings-
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wood, Lord Everton’s place; it is one of the
finest seats in England,—full of family treas
ures and historic relics,—and he would not
make the faintest effort to retain it. He
anight have entered diplomacy, or taken a
foreign appointment and saved money. But
he is quite content to derive his income from
the rent a Manchester millionaire pays him
for his ancestral halls, when he might have
married the millionaire’s daughter and kept it
for himself.”
“ Well, if the daughter was not the sort of
woman he could love, he was right,” said Miss
Desmond, thoughtfully. “ Suppose she was
not companionable, that he could not love
her; the finest place in the world could not
make up for that.”
“You are a foolish child ! The thing called
love soon evaporates. Rank, importance,
high position, last; and duties due to one’s
station fill up life satisfactorily. It is a low,
mean conception of existence to spend it in
personal pleasure.”
“ Yes, certainly. You are right,” eagerly.
“ To live for one’s self alone, in any way, is
miserable. But one has a right to try and be
happy if it does not interfere with the happi
ness of others.”
“You have been tolerably poor, from what
you say,” said Mrs. Saville, not unkindly.
“ Have you been happy ?”
Her interlocutor paused before the replied,
“Yes, on the whole I have been happy. Some
times it Las been trying to feel shabby
and to be unable to get a new dress, to know
that lovely pictures and delightful music were
within your reach, yet inaccessible for want
of a few francs; still, when I could have the
dress, or see the pictures, or hear the opera, it
was heavenly. The worst is to want nice del
icate things for some one you love and not to
be able to get them; that is bitter. Still, noth
ing can be so poverty-stricken as to have no
one to trouble about, no one to love or live for,
no one to love you”
“ It is, then, very unfortunate for a person
-of your disposition to have lost your home,”
remarked Mrs. Saville, coldly.
“ It is sad enough; but I have been fortunate
in finding friends like Mr. Rawson and his
daughter. It is better, too, to believe that
there is some pleasant sheltered nook round
the next turn of the road than always to look
for sandy deserts. Loneliness is the worst
evil of all: it is what I fear most.”
Mrs. Saville did not answer immediately;
then she said, abruptly, “ What is your
name,—your Christian name ?”
“ My name ? Hope Desmond.”
“I thought so. It is very appropria
You have given me a curious mental picture.
I suppose it is true, though it is incompre
hensible to me, but you give me the idea of
being sensible and accurate. Do you not feel
that your life has been lost, fruitless, passed
as it lias been in this constant struggle ?”
“No,” cried Hope, her dark eyes lighting,
and lifting her head with an unconscious but
dignified movement. “ It has had much
.sweetness, and I have been of some use.
Though I am not clever, I have done what I
could; and that will always comfort me. I do
mot fear the future. Work will come to me.
I would not change with any one. I prefer to
remain the ‘ me ’ that I am.”
“ You are an unusual specimen, Miss Des
mond, and really a profound philosopher; yet
you have refinement and taste, ay, and culture
enough, to enable you to enjoy beauty and
elegance, literature and art. I congratulate
you; only, if every one was as easily pleased
the world would stand still.”
“ Perhaps so,” said Hope Desmond, with a
sigh. “ I can only see life according to my
lights.”
Then, after some minutes’ silence, she ob
served how prettily the smoke curled up
from among the trees down in the hollow.
“ Yes,” said Mrs. Saville, “I suppose Lord
Castleton has arrived. Inglefield Court be
longs to him. It is an older and much damper
place than this. I must call to-morrow.” She
heaved a deep sigh as she spoke. “ Miss Dacre
is one of the fortunate ones according to my
•estimate. She is her father s sole heiress, and
takes the title too when she succeeds him.
She is rather pretty, rather accomplished, and
•decidedly popular. I used to see a good deal
•of her at one time; now-----” She paused and
frowned, then, rising, she said, peremptorily,
'“Come, I feel rheumatic: I have sat here too
;ion£. Where is Prince ? Call him, mease: he

gets lost in the underwood whczy he tries to
hunt about as if he were a big dog.”
Hope dived among the bushes and recovered
the little truant, bringing him back in her
arms, the creature making violent efforts to
lick her face all the way.
Few words passed between the companions
till almost at the gate which opened from Mrs.
Saville’s grounds on a foot-path which crossed
the vicarage fields, -when that lady said, sudden
ly:
“ I expect my son to-morrow.”
“ Your eldest son ?”
“I have but one son,” returned Mrs. Sa
ville, icily: then after a moment’s pause she
exclaimed, “ Do take Prince up and give him
to me; there is a cow at the end of the field,
and the little spitfire is sure to attack it!”
CHAPTER V.
Richard Saville 'was not a favorite with
his mother, though he had never given her the
least trouble. He was a tall, slight young
man, but there was no dignity in his height,
for it "was neutralized by a stoop conveying
the impression that he had not strength
enough to hold himself upright. He had dark
hair, rather thin about the temples, and well
shaped brown but evidently short-sighted
eyes; his manners were cold, though gencle,
and he gave a general impression of languid
circulation and extreme correctness. He had
inherited something of the Saville indifference
to everything save his own peculiar tastes or
fancies, and a good deal of his uncle Everton’s
obtuseness as regarded personal distinction.
His keen-sighted mother soon perceived that
her first-born would never fulfill her ambitious
aspirations, and this contributed to her strong
preference for her younger son, on whose
career she had built her hopes, though his
choice of a profession had greatly annoyed
her. Hugh had inherited all the plebeian
energy which made his maternal grandfather
a wealthy and useful member of the communi
ty, and he cared little for any personal dis
tinction not earned by himself. Nature in
tended him for a radical, and the accidents
of birth and early association gave him cer
tain aristocratic leanings,—which conjunction
of centripetal and centrifugal attraction made
him a tolerably round-minded man.
He and his brother were excellent friends,
in spite of the low estimate each had of the
other’s tastes.
The arrival of Richard (no one ever dreamed
of calling him Dick) was, on the whole, an
agreeable change in the routine of life at
Inglefield. He soon discovered that Hope
Desmond was a sympathetic listener; he
therefore confided to her the great scheme he
had conceived of compiling a book to contain
all the English phrases and proverbs that were
distinctly derived from the Anglo-Saxon, and
he soon grew sufficiently familiar to ask if
Miss Desmond would be so good as to assist
him in his work, whenever his mother could
spare her.
“I will do so with pleasure, Mr. Saville,”
she returned, in her frank, ffearless way. “ But
ou must ask your mother’s permission, and
efore me. She is a person not to be trifled
with.”
“ I know that,” he said, hastily, “ and I will
do so on the lir&t opportunity.” Which he did,
in a nervous, hesitating way.
“ Who cares for Saxon phrases ?” replied
Mrs. Saville, contemptuously. “Miss Des
mond would be more usefully employed making
flannel petticoats for my poor old women.
However, if she chooses to bestow some of
her spare half-hours on your investigation of
such a dust-heap, I am sure she has my con
sent.”
Hope Desmond’s time was pretty well oc
cupied, for she had come to be secretary as
well as companion to her active employer:
still, she gave Richard Saville what parings of
time she could, and, if occasionally bored, was
not a little amused at the profound importance
he attached to his work.
But Richard Saville’s presence entailed other
changes. Captain Lumley found it suited him
to ride over very often to luncheon, and some
times to dinner, staying the night, almost
without a distinct invitation from the hostess,
who seemed to think two such fledglings be
neath her notice. Y oung Lumley did his best
to attract Hope’s notice, and flattered himself
that she smiled upon him.

“ So you have really managed to survice—
how long ?”—five weeks under my aunt’s juris
diction ?” he said, having discovered Hope
with a book in her hand in one of the shady
nooks of the garden one day after luncheon.
“ I have, and without any difficulty,” she re
turned, making room for him on the seat be
side her, as she greeted him with a kindly
smile. He threw away his cigar, and readily
accepted the place, thinking he had already
made an impression.
“ Mrs. Saville has been very nice and pleas
ant. If she were not I would not stay.”
“ Pleasant! Come, that’s a little tco much.
She is an uncommon bright woma: , I know,
but it’s in the fiash-of-lightning style, and
lightning sometimes kills, you know.'
“ Well, she hasn’t killed * me.”
“ No, I fancy you take a great deal of kill
ing. Perhaps that’s because you are so killing
yourself. ”
“ Oh, Captain Lumley ! that is a style of
compliments a commis-voyageur might offer to
a barmaid. It is not worthy of a gallant—
what are you—hussar ?” said Hope, laughing
good-h umoredly.
“You have taken a leaf out of Mrs. Saville’s
book,’’cried Lumley, while he thought, “ What
teeth she has,—regular pearls, by Jove !”
“ If you are as hard on me as she is,” he con
tinued, aloud. “ I shall not be able to live
here.”
“ I suppose you are not obliged to stay ?”
“ Well, no; but I do not like to go away.”
“ Then you must strike a balance,” said
Hope, and rose up as if to return to the house.
“ What! are you going in ? It is ever so
much nicer here. ”
‘ ‘ I shall go through the wood to the glebe
gate.”
“ And may I come ?”
“ Oh, yes if you like. Here, Frince, Prince!”
Lumley felt a little at a loss what to say
next. “ I suppose you have the care of that
small brute ?”
“ No; I have the privilege of taking him out
and I am very fond of him. ”
“Well, he is rather a nice little creature.
He never snaps at me. ”
“He is a very compassionate, forbearing
doggie,” said Hope, raising her laughing eyes
to his.
“Thank you, Miss Desmond. So you nre
going to help my cousin Richard with his - dic
tionary—what do you call it ?”
“ I really do not know what its name is to be.
Yes; if I can find time I will do some writing
for him.”
“ Richard has more sense than I thought.”
“ At all events he is desperately in earnest
and that is always respectable.”
“ Exactly: that is just what he is.”
A pause ensued, broken only by Prince bark
ing violently at some sparrows, which totally
disregarded him.
“Miss Dacre is coming to dinner, and the
vicar and vicaress.”
“ Oh, indeed !”said Hope.
“ Miss Dacre is rather pretty for an heiress,
and rather a jolly girl. You’ll like her.”
“ Very probably, were 1 to meet her; but I
shall not dine with you.”
“No? What an infernal shame*!”
“ I do not see that it is. It would give me
no particular pleasure to join your company,
and I shall have that precious time to my
self.”
“Well, the dinner will be all the duller.
My aunt will be as black as thunder. You
know she wanted to marry Hugh, her second
son, to Mary Dacre. You have never met
Hugh ?”
“ Why, I am not yet two months in Mrs. Sa
ville’s service.”
“ What a very unvarnished way of putting
it1” said Lumley, laughing.
“ I never object to the truth,” returned Miss
Desmond. “ Why should I not serve Mrs. Sa
ville for the time being.
“ I am sure I don’t know. Well, Hugh is a
capital fellow, but awfully headstrong; so, after
he was sent ashore last time, he went wander
ing about the Continent, and fell in love with
a charming girl, or a girl he thought charm
ing, without asking leave. Rather imprudent,
eh ?”
“It was more,” said Hope, looking dreamily
faraway. “It was wrong. A good mother
has a right to be consulted.”
“ Perhaps so:but if a fellow is very much in
love he is apt to forget these things. Anyhow,
Hugh has been chivied away from the mater
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nal roof. It seems my uncle Lord Everton In
troduced Hugh to the fair one and her father,
so he has been tabooed too; but he is a remark
ably plucky old boy, so he came down here to
plead Hugh’s cause, and caught it pretty hard,
I fancy.”
“ Yes, • I saw him, and I imagine he had a
trying time of it. Pray do you—I mean your
special family—talk of each other to every one
in this candid fashion ?”
“I do; and why should I not ? I say noth
ing that every one doesn’t know and talk
about.”
“ Poor Lord Everton !” said Hope, with a
laugh, as if she enjoyed the recollection. “ He
did look as if he were being led to execution
when he was leaving the room and asked me to
pray for him.”
“ Oh, he did, did he ? He’s no end of fun.”
“ I can imagine he is. Good-morning, Cap
tain Lumley.”
“ Why, where the deuce---- Must you go ?”
“I must. I do not know whether Mrs. Sa
ville may want me, and I have no business to
wander about the grounds with you.”
‘ ‘ Perhaps you may be at dinner, after all. ”
“ It is not probable. If Lord Everton were
to be of the party I might wish to intrude my
self. As it is,—good-bye for the present.”
With a pleasant nod and smile, Miss Des
mond turned into a path which led directly to
the house, and left the gallant hussar lament
ing.
“ She is handsomer than I thought,” he
mused. “What eyes!—and such a smile ! She
has rather taken to me, I can see that, but
there is something unflatteringly self-possessed
and frank about her. Treats me as if I were a
mere boy. I must be very civil to the heiress.
If my father thinks I am making any running
there, I dare say he will pay some of my
debts.”
Lumley’s wishes were fulfilled, for Mrs. Sa
ville, shortly before the dressing-bell rang,
commanded Miss Desmond’s presence at dinner.
111 hat young lady hesitated, and said, with her
usual good-humored frankness, “You are al
ways so good to me, that you may possibly
ask me to dine as a fivility, but I assure you I
would prefer the evening to myself.”
‘•You are quite mistaken. I wish you to
dine with us to-day. Why, is of no conse
quence. I may not always ask you but, when I
do, be sure I mean it.”
“ Oh, very well. Iam glad you have made
matters clear.”
It was a small party, and not very lively.
Richard Saville was not an animated host.
Mrs. Saville was not talkative. The vicar was
a pleasant, well-bred man, and with the help of
Lumley, who was always ready to talk, kept
the party from stagnating.
Lumley had brought wfith him, by his aunt’s
invitation, a young subaltern, the son of an ac
quaintance, who made the eighth and balanced
the sexes. This youth fell to Hope Desmond’s
lot, much to his satisfaction, for she managed
to make him talk, and talked to him easily and
naturally, confessing her ignorance of hunting
shooting, fishing, and sport of every kind,
rather to his amazement. However, she atoned
for her deficiencies by listening with much in
terest to his descriptions and explanations. At
last he suggested giving her riding-lessons, at
which she held up her hands in dismay. Miss
Dacre interested her more than any one else.
She had never been in the society of a great
heiress, a prospective peeress in her own right.
“ What a tremendous position for a young
girl! ” thought Hope, with a curious sort of
pity. The young girl was, notwithstanding,
quite girlish, not pretty, but far from plain.
She was very dark, with small, sparkling
black eyes, curly black hair, and a high color.
She had a neat figure, and carried herself well,
yet she lacked distinction.
“ She might be a very pleasant companion,”
mused Hope, as she gazed at her while her cav
alier was explaining the difference between a
snaffle and a curb, “ and, considering her gifts,
I am not surprised Mrs. Saville would have
liked her for a daughter-in-law. How much,
according to her estimate, her son appears to
have thrown away !”
During the brief separation of the sexes after
dinner Miss Dacre naturally fell into Hope
Desmond’s care.
“How charming the conservatory looks!”
she said. Shall we walk round it ?” Hope as
sented, not aware of the curiosity she excited
in the future Baroness Castleton. That Mrs.
Saville should institute a companion was one

source of astonishment; that any one so chosen
should survive nearly two months and present
a cheerful, self-possessed, composed aspect was
another. “ And how nice she looks in that
pretty black grenadine and lace ! How snowy
white her throat and hands are ! I suppose
she is in mourning. Girls never want to be
companions unless all their people die. Poor
thing! I think I would rather be a house
maid ; at least one might flirt with the footman
but a companion !-----”
“ I don’t think I ever met you here before,”
she said, aloud.
“ No; I am not quite two months with Mrs.
Saville. ”
“ Poor Mrs. Saville! she is looking so ill.
They say she is rather a terrific woman. I
always found her very nice.”
“She is a strong woman, but there is a
certain grandeur in her character.”
“ Yes, and I fancy one must be pretty
strong to get on with her,” said Miss Dacre,
and she gave a knowing little nod to her com
panion. “ Then she is so awfully put out
about Hugh. You came after he had gone.”
Hope bent her head as an affirmative.
“He was charming, quite charming,—so
different from Richard,—though I like Richard
too; but Hugh had a sort of rough good breed
ing, if you can understand such a thing; he
was so generous and bright and natural. I
knew both the brothers since I was quite a
little child, so I can sympathize with Mrs.
Saville. To think of his having married some
designing woman abroad, twice his age, I
believe! isn’t it horrible /’ ran on the talkative
young lady.
“Horrible,”echoed He“I trust she is
conscious of all he has sacrificed for her.
“ Not she,” returned Miss Dacre with decis
ion. “ These sort of people haven’t an idea
what family and position, and all that, mean
Do you think Mrs. Saville would mind if I
plucked some of these lovely waxen blossoms?”
“Iam sure she would not; but you know
her much better than I do. Wait a moment: I
will get you the scissors.”
“ Pray,” as^ed Miss Dacre, when she re
turned, “ are you Irish ? You don’t mind my
asking? Some people don’t like the Irish; I
delight in them. My father’s great friend is
an old general, a dear old thing,—Sir Patrick
Desmond: is he any relation of yours ?”
“ I have heard of him, but if he is in any
way connected with me it is so distant that I
cannot ‘ call cousins ’ with him.”
“ If he comes down to the Court while you
are here, I will ask you to meet him. Then
you are Irish ? And I am sure you sing and
play ?”
“ I play a little.”
“ That is delightful. You can play an ac
companiment ? I can’t bear playing; and I
want to try some duets with George Lumley
to-night.”
“I will do my best,” said Hope.
“Don’t you think George Lumley very
good-looking ? He is very good style, too, and
so like Lord Everton. I am rather glad he is
at Hounslow. This place is too far, and yet
too near, to be amusing,” etc., etc. And she
chattered on, till the gentlemen came to seek
them in their fragrant retreat, when Miss
Dacre ceased to bestow attention or words on
Hope. They soon adjourned to the largest
drawing-room, where the singers discovered
that Miss Desmond had quite a genius for
playing accompaniments, and time flew fast
till the carriages were announced.
“ Where in the world did you find that nice
Miss Desmond, Mrs. Saville ?” exclaimed Miss
Dacre. “ She is so quiet and well bred. Lots
to say, too. Do bring her over to the Court.
She could be of infinite use to me in playing
accompaniments. ”
“ Very likely; but, you see, I engaged her to
be of use to me.”
“ To be sure,” laughed the thoughtless girl.
“How frightfully sharp you are!” And she
blew her hostess a kiss as she left the room.
“ What a glorious night!” said Lumley, with
a sigh of relief, sinking on an ottoman beside
Hope. “Couldn’t you manage to come out
for a stroll before saying good-night finally ?”
Hope looked at him for a moment gravely,
then a smile began in her eyes and sparkled on
“ lip and cheek.”
“Yes, it could be easily managed, according
to novel-regulations,” she said. “ I escort my
kind patroness to her room, receive her bless
ing, and return to my own, then I throw a
mantilla over my beautiful locks, steal down

to the garden door, which is of course left
open, and, guided by the perfume of a fine
cigar, j^in you in the moonlit shrubbery.”
“Precisely,” said Lumley, laughing. “It’s
a lovely picture. I earnestly hope you will
realize it.”
“ Lejeu ne vaut pas la ehandelle” she re
turned, rising and making him a slight cour
tesy. “A moonlight stroll is a harmless,
amusement under certain conditions, which do
not exist at present for me.” And she went
away to bid good-night to the vicaress and seethat she was wrapped up. Then, meeting
Mrs. Saville on her way upstairs, she accom
panied her to her bedroom, rang for her maid,
and exchanged a few words with her until
that functionary appeared.
“I am wofully tired,” said Mrs. Saville,
throwing herself into a low chair. “ Really J,,
life is too wearisome in its disappointing same
ness. If Richard will invite these stupid
chattering boys, I shall dine in my own room..
Mary Dacre is sillier than she used to be, and
Mr. Rawson writes that he cannot come down
till the Sunday after next. We must begin
‘ Frorqent Jeune ’ to-morrow, Miss Desmond,,
and get away as much as we can from the
present.”
“ I shall be very pleased. It is considered,
one of Daudet’s best; and I have never read
it.”
When Hope Desmond reached her own room
she undressed rapidly, and, putting out the
candles, brushed her long hair by the moon
light, while she thought, earnestly, “ How
disappointing of Mr. Rawson! I hoped he
would be here next Sunday; and I have so
much to say to him. True, I can write; but a
few spoken words face to face are worth a
dozen letters. It will not be easy to get him
to myself, but as my own especial friend I.
have a right to demand an interview. How
weary that poor woman is! —and far from well,
Poor and nearly friendless as I am, I would
not change with her. No, no; I understand
life better than she doe?, though she has lived
so much longer. How her heart must ache
when she thinks of her son! Under all her
hardness and pride she yearns for the love she
does not know how to win. If she will only
love me!” Then she twisted up her hair, and,
throwing herself on her knees, prayed long
and fervently, with tightly-clasped hands,
while tears streamed unheeded from the eyes
that less than an hour ago had smiled so saucily
on Captain Lumley.
“ The two months have nearly expired,” she
mused, when, having risen, she leaned against
the window-frame and looked out on the moon
lit lawn. “ But I am quite sure she will not
send me away. I do not want to go among
strangers again. It is awful to have no home.
But with practice, with the effort to seem
brave, courage comes.”
Taking some relic sewn up in a little silk bag
and hung round her neck by a thin chain of
Indian gold, she kissed it lovingly and lay
down to rest.
For the next couple of days Mrs. Savilleinstituted a severe headache and shut herself
up with Miss Desmond in her own special
morning-room, leaving her son and his guest
to entertain each other. The third day Hope
went out for a short stroll, as Mrs. Saville
evidently did not want her company in a visit
she went to pay at the Court.
She had not gone far when she was over
taken by George Lumley, who immediately
began to condole with her on what he was
leased to term her “false imprisonment.”
he talked with him gayly enough, but always
with what he chose to term ‘ a tinge of in
dulgence” in her manner, and then turned
homeward sooner than she would otherwises
have done.
“ I must bid you good-bye. I am going back
to my quarters this evening,” he said. “ But I
shall be at the Court next week. I do hop©
you’ll come and help us in those duets. Miss
Dacre has planned no end of practising.”
41 shall be glad to help you if I may.”
“ How submissive you are!”
“ Would you, a soldier, suggest mutiny ?”
“ Our duties are very different.”
“ Nevertheless, duty is duty.
“ You must have an awfully dull time of
it.”
“ I do not feel dull. Mrs. Saville is a very
intelligent woman, and, as we differ on every
subject, we have abundance of interesting con
versation.”
‘ ‘ I should think so. Do you ever convert hers’*
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“ I am afraid not; but I may make a little
impression: constant dropping, you know,
effects something. I want to convert her to
the belief that man does not live by bread
alone.”
“I see; that he wants the sugar-plums of
true love. How tame and Hat life is without
them! I think I understand; that jelly old
boy Rawson has put you here to be Hugh’s
advocate.”
“ By no means. He recommended me as a
suitable person to act as reader and amanuensis
to your aunt, and I hope to do him credit.”
“ Do you know you puzzle me immensely?”
“ A little mental exercise will do you good.”
“ Mental exercise! you give my mind plenty
to do. You are never out of my thoughts.”
“ Good-morning, Captain Lumley,” said
Miss Desmond, with great composure. “ I
shall go in by the side door.” And she turned
down a narrow path which led to a private
entrance at the foot of the stair communica
ting with a wing which contained Mrs. Saville’s
rooms.
Lumley stood for a moment uncertain what
to do. He dared not follow her, and he was
reluctant to confess himself checkmated. His
generally placid face grew set and stormy.
“What an infernally provoking . woman!
She treats me as if I were a mere school-boy,
whom she could play with in safety. It is no
longer play to me; it shall not be play to her.
I never was treated in this way before; and
there is an odd sort of liking for me under it
all. What speaking eyes she has! I have seen
dozens of handsomer women, but there’s a sort
of fascination about her. I will not let her
foil mo.” He walked rapidly away to the
lonely recesses of the wood, more disturbed
and resolute than he had ever felt in his selfindulged life. All his fancies had been so
quickly and easily gratified that they had
scarcely time to crystalize into activity; now
he was almost surprised at the vehemence of
his own anger an l determination. “ And if I
do succeed in awakening of passion in her, how
will it end ?” was a question that passed
through his brain. “ Time enough to think of
that At all events, I am an only son, and the
estates are entailed.”
The Sunday but one, after this interview, Mr.
Rawson came down in time for church. Mrs.
Saville chose to stay at home. The service was
short, for the vicar did not think it necessary
to give a sermon every week. When it was
over, there was a gathering of neighbors, and
greetings outside the porch.
“ I wish you would come back to luncheon,
Miss Desmond,” said Miss Dacre. “You
might, as Mrs. Saville is not here. Lord Ev
erton came rather unexpectedly last night, and
I am sure y ou would like him. He has been
asking if you are still alivfe.”
“ I am very sorry I cannot assure him per
sonally of my safety; but I cannot absent my
self in this unceremonious manner. Then I
have my friend Mr. Rawson here.”
“ What a nuisance ! I am coming over after
luncheon to ask for assistance in getting up a
concert to collect funds for a new school-house:
so, till this afternoon, adieu.” She stepped
into her pony-carriage, attended by Richard
Saville, and drove away.
“ As we have plenty of time, I will take you
by a little longer way back, Mr. Rawson,” said
Hope.
“1 place myself in your hands, my dear
young lady.” As they started, Lumley, who
had stood aside till Miss Dacre drove off,
joined them, and for a short way the conver
sation was chiefly between him and the family
lawyer.
Lumley had been exceedingly nice and re
spectful whenever he had met Hope Desmond
during the last week, consequently they had
been the best of friends, and the captain flat
tered himself he was making prodigious strides.
Arriving at a bend of the road where a turn
stile admitted to a pathway leading across a
field and into Mrs. Saville’s woods, Miss Des
mond paused, and said “ Good morning ” very
decidedly.
“Mr. Rawson is good enough to be my
guardian, and I claim the right to bore him
with my affairs whenever I can.”
“I understand,” said the gallant hussar,
good-humoredly, and stopped with a bow.
“That stroke was well played,” said Mr.
Rawson when they had got clear of the gate.
“ I want to say and to hear a good deal, and
the youth is persevering.”
“ is ho so young ?” asked Hope. “ I thought

him an amusing boy, but I begin to see he is
older than I imagined. ”
“ He will never see twenty-seven again. But
to business. I am glad to see you get on so
well with Mrs. Saville. I thought you would.”
“ Yes, better than I expected. It was ter
ribly nervous work at first. Firmness and
courage are indispensable; the slightest appear
ance of the white feather, and she would almost
unconsciously crush you. It is not easy to im
press her gently and politely with a sense of
one’s complete independence; but this is es
sential. The tyrannical tendencies in her have
been tremendously developed by circumstances
and training; bub I really believe it is a relief
to her to find a companion who neither quar
rels nor cringes: she breathes a freer air, her
mind is more healthily exercised. I never con
ceal an opinion, and I try to be as true as pos
sible, and to defend my views as temperately
as I can. I also try to give her the impression
that she is on trial as well as myself.”
“ It is a dangerous game; but you may suc
ceed. The day after to-morrow completes
your two months. I suspect she would be
sorry if you left. Tell me, have you had a
chance of putting in a word for the poor
prodigal ?”
Hope shook her head. “It is too soon to
attempt it,” she said.
“ Now sit down here on this fallen tree; for
I have a long story to tell you. ”
CHAPTER VI.

Miss Dacre was a very persevering young

woman, nor was she restrained by any sen
sitive delicacy in pursuing her designs. Hither
to she had rather liked Mrs. Saville in a sur
face fashion, flattering herself that she was a
favorite with the stern little woman.
On this supposed favoritism she was always
ready to presume. Hope Desmond and Mr.
Rawson were therefore somewhat appalled
when the sounds ®f voices an l approaching
footsteps in the pleasure-ground to which the
windows of the smaller drawing-room opened
made themselves heard about tea-time, when
Mrs. Saville had come in from a short stroll
with her confidential adviser, and Hope had
descended from her own room, where she had
enjoyed a couple of hours’ solitude. These
sounds were followed by the appearance of
Miss Dacre, Saville, Lumley, and Lord Everton,
accompanied by two or three dogs, at which
Prince immediately barked lefiauce, scram
bling up on his mistress' sofa for that purpose.
“ So sorry you were not able to come to
church this morning, dear Mrs. Saville !” said
Miss Dacre, effusely, and with the unconcerned
assurance of the class which does not hesitate
to rush in where the sharper-sighted fear to
tread; “ so we have all come over to inquire for
you. You arq looking quite pale. You see
I have brought poor Lord Everton, who is so
distressed at being expelled from this paradise.
You really must make friends. He could not
foresee that things would go wrong, and he is
so sorry. Now, for my sake, dear Mrs. Saville,
you must forgive him, you are such near re
lations.”
“ Connections, you mean,” corrected Mrs.
Saville, a bitter smile curling her lip. “ If
Lord Everton chooses to come, I can only ad
mire his forgiving nature and accept the olivebranch.”
‘ You are, as ever, just and generous,” re
turned the impecunions peer, with a delightful
bow and smile. “ I am quite charmed with
the vision of myself as a dove, which you
kindly suggest.”
Mrs. Saville turned from him with undis
guised contempt, and addressed herself to
George Lumley.
“So you are staying at the Court? How
does your regiment, or your troop, get on
without your valuable assistance ?”
“ Disagreeable old cat!” thought Lumley,
while he said, “ Oh, I ride over every other
day, and the intermediate ones they stumble
on as best they can without me.”
“I thought you were going down to Herondyke ?”
* “ Here’s metal more attractive,” said Lumley
melodramatically, with a wave of his hand
towards Miss Dacre, who was deep in conver
sation with Mr. Rawson, on whom she was
smiling with her habitual belief in her own
power to facinate all male creatures.
“ Metal! Yes, I dare say. I sometimes
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wonder if you are as foolish as you seem,.
George.”
“ Oh, a good deal more so,” said the hand
some hussar, showing his white teeth in a
pleasant smile. “ You know I haven’t many
ideas. ”
“Yeti dare say you would be less easily
taken in than men who have,” scornfully.
“ Very probably, my dear aunt.”
“ What is the matter with you ?” asked Miss
Dacre, in a low tone, drawing a chair io the
tea table, where Hope Desmond presided.
You look pale and ill, and as if you had been
crying. Pray forgive me,” she added, seeing
the quick color rise in her victim’s cheek, “but
I knew quite well you could not stand Mrs.
Saville for long,” in a low tone.
“ Oh, yes, I can,” said Hope, smiling a brave
defiance. “Don’t you think I am likely to
have worries and bad news apart from poor
Mrs. Saville t”
“ Well, I suppose so; but it did not occur to
me. She is not popular, you know, though I
always get on with her. I am going to play
a bold stroke just now: it will astonish you
all. ‘Nothing venture nothing have,’ you
know.”
“‘Jockey of Norfolk, be not too bold,’”
quoted Miss Desmond, with a somewhat trem
ulous smile.
“She has been crying,—I am certain she
has: though she is braving it out. At any rate
she is going to stick to Mrs. Saville. I wonder,
what she is saying to George Lumley? Noth.ng amiable, I am sure. ”
Here Lord Everton, who had been speakingto Saville, and of whom the mistress of the
house had not taken the slightest nbtice, ap
proached and begged for a cup of tea.
“It is a beverage of which I am extremely
fond,” he said, “anil think a decided liking
for tea ought to be a patent of respectability to
any man. Ah,” he added, on taking the cup
from her hands, “ you never put up one little
prayer for me on that trying occasion, you re
member ?”
“ I did nob know what to pray for.”
“Oh, for my deliverance generally: so in
stead I was delivered into the hands of the tor
mentor. ”
“ I am glad to see you have completelyrecovered. ”
“ The shield of a good conscience, the sword
of an innocent spirit, brought me through the
ordeal.”
“ Then you did not want my prayers.”
“Yet I deserved them.”
“Indeed! Why?”
“ I shall explain my claims one day, in the
silent recesses of some tangled wood, say in the
jungle between this mansion and the vicar
age.” And the lively old gentleman laughed
with almost boyish glee at Hope’s rather puz
zled expression.
“You have been a good deal on the Conti
nent, I believe, Miss Desmond ?” he resumed.
“ I have travelled occassionaily in my aunt’s
life-time. ”
“ Ah! and enjoyed it, I dare say ?”
“ Yes; but I also enjoy returning to Eng
land. ”
“Indeed! Well, I do not. The moment I
set foot on my native shore, I cease to be a free
man: invisible detectives put me in social irons;
cruel warders imprison me within adamantine
,barriers, where I am obliged to eat and drink
an l speak and have my being according to
rigid rules; I must give my money for what
satisfieth not, and go to the funereal hostelries
frequented by my peel's. I must don evening
dress, and wear unlimited purple and fine
linen. Then my exasperating relatives will pes'
ter me with invitations, because they think they
must not neglect ‘ that poor old begger Ever
ton.’ Now, on the other side of the Channel
my only habitation is an airy bedroom an quatriemz, outside which a whole world of cafes
and resturants are ‘ before me where to choose ’
my breakfast and dinner, where I meet pleas
ant intelligent people of every shade of opin
ion, with whom I can converse freely in happy
ignorance of their names and condition, as
they are of mine; and occasionally I stumble
on old acquaintances who enjoy life in my own
fashion, cheerfully accepting the contemptuous
treatment of Dame Fortune, who in emptying
our pockets also relieved us of tiresome respon
sibilities. It is wonderful the clearness of
judgment and general enlightenment of those
who are not weighed down by this world’s
goods. ”
“ I dare say you are right, Lord Everton.
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Still, a few of them are advantageous; though
1 do not see that mbney can purchase any
essential of life,”
“ That depends very much on what you conbider essentials.”
“That is true----- But Miss Dacre is going to
make a speech,” for that young lady had said,
in an audible tone, “ I am going to tell you a
story.”
“ I know,” whispered Lord Everton. “ Tf her
pockets had always been empty, she would have
known better.howto hold her tongue.”
“ This story came to me in a letter from the
wife of a cousin of mine whose cousin was eye
witness of the adventure,” Miss Dacre was say
ing, as she posed herself on an ottoman and
every one turned toward her. “Scene, a dark,
stormy night, a distant sea, one of Her Majesty’s
big ships tossing about on the waves, which
make nothing of her bigness. Young sailor,
doing something incomprehensible with a rope
or ropes, loses hold or balance and drops into
the black depths of the raging waters. Cap
tain orders boat to be lowered. ‘He’ll be gone
before you can reach him,’ they say. ‘He
cannot swim,’cries another officer, throwing
off his shoes or boots (I do not know which they
wear on board ship) while he spoke, and spring
ing over the side ata bound.
“‘This is suicide,’ exclaimed the captain.
TFheyoung officer is a huge favorite with the
crew, the crew work with a will, the boat is
lowered away, a life-boat probably, they sur
mount the waves and slide into the watery
hollows, they come up with the gallant lieuten
ant, who is supporting the senseless sailor and
nearly exhausted himself, they drag them into
the boat, they regain the ship, the men crowd
round the—whatever you call it where they
get on board, their cheers ring above the roar
of the storm, the rescued and rescuer are safe!”
“ Most dramatic,” said Lord Everton.
“Worthy of Brandram,” added George Lum
ley.
“1 don’t exactly see-----’’began Bichard Sa
ville
“No, of course you do not: there is nothing
to see exactly,” interrupted Miss Dacre, quick
ly“I have heard the tale before. The .only dif
ference is that the weather was not quite so
stormy as you—your correspondent, I .mean,
represents it,” said Mr. Bawson, playing with
his double glasses.
“ It was really much worse than I represent,”
exclaimed Miss Dacre, with an air of profound
conviction. “ Now, does no one want to know
the name of my hero ? ’
There was a moment’s pause. Mrs. Saville
sat silent in her arm-chair, stroking with a
steady hand the silky head of her little'dog, a
half-smile curling her lip. Lumley’s laughing
eyes sought Miss Desmond’s but she was
sheltered behind a massive urn which always
appeared at tea-time. Only Lord Everton rose
to the occasion.
“I am dying of curiosity, my dear Miss
Dacre,” he said, languidly.
“Name! name!’’cried Lumley.
“ Hugh Saville!” said Miss Dacre, rising and
assuming an attitude.
“ I thought so,” said Bichard.
“Just like him!’ cried Lumley, cordially.
“Give me your arm, Mr. Bawson. I have
letters to show you in my study. I avoided
church because I did not think prayers or
sermon would improve my headache. I did not
bargain for being obliged to sit out a dramatic
recital,” said Mrs. Saville, dryly, then added to
the company, “You will excuse me, Ido not feel
equal to general conversation.” Holding Prince
under her left arm,she touched Mr. Bawson’s
with the finger-tips of her right band, and
walked with much dignity through the door
which Lord Everton with a sad and solemn ex
pression of countenance held open.
As soon as she had passed, he closed'.t gently,
and advancing a step or two, glanced from one
to the other with so comic a look of dismay that
both Lumley and Saville laughed.
“ Courage such as yours, my dear Miss Dacre,
deserved success; and yet it has net been suc
cessful,” he said, with an air of deep sympathy,
to the fair narrator, and sat down on the otto
man beside which she stood.
“I never saw any one like Mrs. Saville,—
never!” cried Miss Dacre, growing red with
disappointment and mortification. “I really
hoped that such a story of bravery and human
ity would have done something towards soften
ing her heart; and I flatter myself I did it
pretty well.”
“ If you had asked my advice,” said Bichard
Saville, “ I could have told you it would be
simple waste of breath.”
“ But,” exclaimed Miss Dacre, with a sound of
tears in her voice, “ Mrs. Saville always used to
mind what I said, and—and seemed so fond of
me. I was rather proud of it, she likes so few
people.”
“ I am afraid there is some difference between
past and present,” said Lumley, pushing a chair
forward. “Come, Miss Dacre, you have done
your best, and your best is very good. Now
take a cup of tea, and pardon ray aunt her
scant courtesy. I am going to write to Hugh,
and I’ll tell him of your championship.”

“ You ought,” said Miss Desmond, who had
not spoken before, but whose voice showed she
had not been unmoved. “Very few can count
on such courageous advocacy of the absent and
of a losing cause.”
“You are very kind to say so. Yes, I will
have a cup of tea. My mouth feels parched.”
“No wonder!” cried Lord Everton. “Iam
sure my tongue would have cleaved to the roof
of mine, had I dared to utter such words to the
Lion of Inglefield. Excuse me, my dear Bich
ard.”
“ Do not mention it my dear uncle.”
“ I wish you would come out and take a little
walk with me, Miss Desmond,” said Miss Dacre.
“ I feci frightfully upset.”
“ I should like to do so very much, but Mrs.
Saville may want me to write for her, or some
thing, and I do not like to be out of the way.”
“ Heavens! what penal servitude!” cried Miss
Dacre.
“ You must not say so. I agree to perform
certain duties,^and it would not be honest to
run away from them.”
“ Why do you always take her part ?” and Miss
Dacre in?.de an impatient grimace. Then, ad
dressing the gentlemen, “ I daresay you are all
dying to smoke, which Mrs. Saville will not
permit in this part of the house. Ju t go and
have your cigars or cigarettes outside, or walk
back to the Court, and I can follow by myself.
Then I can have a quiet talk with Miss Des
mond.”
“Very well,” said Lumley, rising. “ I will es
cort my uncle to the Court, and return for
you.” Miss Dacre gave him a nod and smile,
and the gentlemen left them.
The young heiress was, as she said, much up
set, and, besides this, she had felt for sometime
what she herself would have termed an “ach
ing void ” for want of a confidante. A con
fidante had always been a necessity to her, as it
generally is to persons much taken up with
themselves. Her last devoted friend, the
depositary of her secret troubles, projects, and
love-affairs, had lately married a brutal hus
band who had taught his bride to laugh at Mary
Dacre’s storms in a teacup and two-penny-halfpenny tragedies: so her heart was empty,
swept and garnished, and ready for the occupa
tion of another “faithful friend and counsel
lor,” when fate threw Hope Desmond in her
way. In Miss Dacre’s estimation, she was
eminently fitted to fill the vacant post; there
was just the difference of station between them
which would make theconfidencesof the f uture
Baroness Castleton flattering to their recipient,
to whom also her iriendship might be useful.
There was a short pause. Miss Desmond's eye3
looked dreamy, as if she were gazing in spirit at
some distant scene, and not as if she were
quivering with impatience for the revelations
about to be made to her.
The silence was broken suddenly by a some
what unconnected exclamation from Miss
Dacre: “ He is certainly very nice-looking.”
“ Who ? Lord Everton ?” asked Hope.
“Lord Everton! Nonsense! He might have
been forty years ago. I mean Captain Lumley.
There is something knightly in his look and
bearing: one could imagine him going down
into the lion’s pit for one’s glove, and that sort
of thing.”
“ I do not think I could,” smiling. “ I do not
fancy Captain Lumley or any other logical
modern young man doing anything of the kind.
He might, if extra chivalrous, bring you a
dozen new pairs from Jouvin’s to replace the
one you had dropped.”
“Ah, my dear Miss Desmond, I fear you are
not imaginative. Or perhaps you have only
known prosaic men.”
“ I have only known very few of any kind.”
“And I have had such a wide experience!”
said Miss Dacre, with a sigh. “You can see I
am no beauty: yet 1 have the fatal gift of
fascination in an extraordinary degree. Yes,
really it is quite curious. Of course ill-natured
people say it is les beaux yeux de ma cassette;
but no one who is not very dull can be
deceived in these things.” Another sigh. “I
feel in something of a difficult position just
now, and I have no friend near with whom to
take counsel. Now, dear Miss Desmond, I feel
attracted to you. I am certain you could be a
faithful friend, and silent as the grave.”
“ I should be very happy to be of any use to
you,” said Hope, seeing she paused for a reply.
“ I knew you would. I am so tired of feeding
on my own heart! I want a friend. Now, I
dare say you are surprised to see how earnest
ly I advocate Hugh Saville’s cause. Ah, there is
a littie tragic story which will color my whole
life.”
“Indeed!” with awakening interest. “I
trust your life will be free from all tragic
ingredients.”
“ Ah, no; that it cannot be. You must know
that I saw a great deal of Bichard and Hugh Sa
ville when I was a little girl; my father worried
a great deal about politics, and I used to live at
Hie Court all the summer, that he might see me
sometimes (my mother died when I was a baby,
you know). Well, as soon as I left off playing
dolls aud began to feel, I was in love with Hugh
and was very fond of me. Then he went to sea,
and we did uot meet for years, until after I bad

been presented and had refused half a dozen
men. I shall never forget our first meeting
when he returned from—oh, 1 don’t know where.
He was so pleased to see me; but soon, very
soon, I saw that he who was the light of my eyes
was the one man of all I had met who resisted
the attraction I generally exercise.” Here she
paused in her voluble utterance and pressed her
handkerchief to her eyes.
Hope was so amazed at these unexpected reve
lations that the bright color rose in her cheek,—
it seemed to her delicate nature almost inde
cent to thus lay bare one’s secret experiences to
a:stranger,—a look of embarrassment made her
crop her eyes; but these symptoms were lost on
her companion, who thoroughly enjoyed hold
ing forth on the delightful topic of self and ex
hibiting her own fine points.
“That must have been very trying,” said
Hope, feeling she ought to say something.
“ Awful, my dear Miss Desmond. By the bye,
may I call you Hope ? It is a good omen, your
name.”
“ Certainly, Miss Dacre.”
“ Well, ray dear Hope, I nearly went mad; but
it iscurious that I never looked better. I flirted
wildly with every one; still of course Hugh
knew quite well that I was desperately in love
with him.”
“ Did he ? How very trying! Perhaps he did
not.”
“Oh. yes, he did; and of course I did all sorts
of wild things to show I did not care.”
“ Yes, I understand.”
“ Then 1 had that disturbance with my father
about poor Lord Balmuir. I behaved rather
badly. 1 did really intend to marry him, but 1
couldn’t!” And so we went abroad; and I felt
better. But it was an awful blow when I found
that Hugh was absolutely married! Just think
of it!—and to a mere adventuress, a nobody
—such an ambitious man ! He will get sick
of her, you may be quite sure.”
“ Why?” asked Hope, looking earnestly at her.
“ Is he very changeable?”
.
“ No, not at all; he is as steady as a rock, and
very proud. But most men tire of their wives,
especially when they have brought them no ad
vantages. I never thought Hugh Saville could
fall in loveand forget himself. Now, when I
saw George Lumley, bis likeness to his cousin
made my heart beat. I soon saw that he was a
good deal struck with me, and I believe I could
love him passionately if—if memory was not so
importunate. He is very charming; and why
should I not grow young again ? for one does
feel awfully old when one has no love-affair on.
Don’t you think George Lumley is—very much
taken with me ?”
“ I suppose that sort of attraction is more per
ceptible to its object than to any one else,” re
turned Hope Desmond, hesitatingly. She had
grown pale and grave, while Miss Dacre rattled
on :
“Then, you see, when I heard about Hugh
saving that man's life, I thought I might make
use of the story to wake up Mrs. Saville’s good
feelings. It would be rather an heroic proceed
ing if I were to reconcile the mother, son, and
wife. George Lumley said I was splendidly gen
erous.”
“What! did he too know all about Hugh—1
mean Mr. Saville?” cried Hope, more and more
disturbed.
“Oh, yes; we have quite interesting talks
about him. 1 tell him confidentially how fond I
was of Hugh, and then, of course, he wishes he
was in Hugh's place: so we get on very well.
He is always coming over to the Court, except
when he goes away for a few day’s shooting.
I am not quite sure my father likes it. You
have never met Lord Castleton ? He is very
nice,—rather old-fashioned, and high Tory.
Lord Everton was a great friend of his in early
days. Now, my dear Hope, you know my hearthistory; and you will notice Captain Lumley’s
manner. You know the Lumley estates are
rather encumbered, and I daresay hefeels shy
of approaching me,—poor fellow! but, if 1 like
him (and I do), that is of no consequence.”
“ I am always interested in what you like to
tell me, Miss Dacre,” said Hope, with some hesi
tation, asif choosing her words, “but I am not
very observant, and some older and wiser per
son would be more deservingof your confidence
than I am.”
“Nonsense! I could not tell all these things
to a stiff old frump! Now, mind you ask Mrs.
Saville if you may come and practice every
morning for the concert. I intended to ask her
but my anxiety about Hugh quite put it out of
my head. That is always my way; I never think
of myself.” Hope was too bewildered with her
energetic rapidity to reply, so Miss Dacre went
on: “She has really no feeling at all. She is
fearfully hard. I am afraid she will never for
give Hugh. But I will do all I can.”
“If you will take my advice, Miss Dacre,” said
Hope, earnestly, “you will leave the matter
alone. The less Mrs. Saville hears of her son for
the present, the better. Attempts to force him
on her notice only harden her.
“ Well, perhaps so; but you must back me up
whenever you can.”
“ Trust me, I will.”
“ Now I had better go home. T dare say Cap
tain Lumley is waiting for me on the way. I am
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so glad .you made me open my heart to you. It
is such a comfort to have some one to speak to.”
“ Thank you,” returned Hope.
“ So good-bye. You are looking quite pale and
ill. Be sure you ask Mrs. Saville about the con’Cert.” And Miss Dacre departed through the
open window.
Hope threw herself on the sofa as soon as she
was gone, and sat there lost in thought, her el
bow on the cushion, her head on her hand, un
conscious of the large tears which, after hangingon her long lashes, rolled slowly down her
^cheeks. What unhappinessand confusion Hugh
Saville’s headstrong disobedience had created!
—and for what ? Perhaps only for a temporary
whim ; perhaps only to regret it, as Miss Dacre
said. The thought of these things depressed
her. Some incident in her own life perhaps
made her more keenly alive to the trouble in
Mrs. Saville’s; for Hope Desmond was an ex
ceedingly attractive girl, graceful, gentle, with
flashes of humor and fire, suggesting delightful
possibilities. The day had been trying, for her
.good friend Mr. Rawson had not brought too
flourishing an account of her affairs, and she
■did not enjoy the idea,of being demoselle decomipagnie all her life. At this^stage of her reflec
tions a shadow fell across her, and, looking up,
•she saw George Lumley contemplating her with
much interest. She was always pleased to see
his bright, good-looking face, and, smiling on
him kindly, said, “ You have missed MissDacre.
43he has just gone.”
“ Are you all right, Miss Desmond ?’’ he asked,
with much interest, and drawing a step nearer.
“ Yes, of course,” she returned; then, becom
Ing suddenly aware that her face was wet with
tears, she blushed vividly and put up her hand
kerchief to remove them.
, “The terrHBle effect of a private interview with
one’s legal adviser,” she said, with a brave at
tempt to laugh.
“ He must have brought you bad news, I fear.”
And Lumley sat down beside her. “Old Rawson---- ” He paused.
“ Is one of the best and kindest of friends,” put
in Hope. “Now 1 must go away. I should have
been in my room before this, only Miss Dacre
■chose to stay and talk about family affairs. If
you follow you will soon overtake her: she has
taken the vicarage path.”
“ Why, you don’t suppose I want to overtake
her ?’*
“ She expects you.”
“ Well, she may do so. She has nearly talked
me to deat h, once to-day. I am not going to
run the same risk again.”
Hope looked at him with a very puzzled ex
pression, then a smile parted her lips.
“ I think you are all very curious people here.’'
she said. “ There are small signs of English re
serve about you. But I don’t want to hear any
more confidences; so I shall leave you. ”
“This is too bad ’—when I thought I should
have a minute’s talk with you in peace! Did
you ever know anything so idiotic as Miss
Dacre’s dramatic attempt ?”
“ I thought you pronounced it ‘ splendidly
generous.' ”
“ Well, so it was, considering how mad she
was about Hugh herself a couple of years ago.
It was a match that would have suited my aunt
down to the ground, but he would never hear
of it. Are you really going ? Well, it is too bad
of you! I hope you will not go over to this
practising to-morrow ? I am on duty, and have
to return to quarters to-night.”
“What I can or cannot do depends on Mrs.
Saville. Good-bye for the present.” She gave
him her hand for a moment, and was gone.
With an air of extreme annoyance, Captain
Lumley lit a cigar, and, stepping through one
of the open windows, f ollowed the path taken
by M ss Dacre.
The dinner at Inglefield was very tranquil
that evening. Mrs. Saville, her son, Hope Des
mond, and Mr. Rawson made up the whole par
ty. Mrs. Saville looked ill; there were deep
shadows under her eyes, and her face seemed
smaller than usual; but she was unusually talk
ative and gracious.
She discussed politics with her guest, aud oc
casionally directed her remarks to Hope. Mr.
Saville coutributed some rather original ob
servations, and all things went smoothly. On
leaving the table she said to Rawson, “I must
leave you to Miss Desmond's care this evening,
for I have a very bad headache; but I shall see
you in the morning.”
After a little conversation, Mr. Saville went
to look for some sketches he had taken of the
Lincolnshire churches, and in his absence Mr.
Rawson said, “Mrs. Saville is most friendly.
She particularly wishes you to remain; slie
says you know when to be silent and when to
speak: so I think things promise well. Go on
as you have begun. She talks of going on the
Continent in a month or two. You are, I imag
ine, firmly fixed in her good graces. This is
having half your work done.”
“ God grant it!” said Hope, with heart-felt
earnestness; and soon after they separated for
£he night.
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CHAPTER VII.
“And you consider yours equal to mine?”
asked Mrs. Saville, with a slight smile.
“I think, Miss Desmond, I shall go abroad
“ I do,” returned Hope, steadily. “You are
next week,” said Mrs. Saville, breaking silence my superior in knowledge, in experience, in
one dull, drizzling, depressing November day, ability, in strength of will; but my opinions, my
when they were sitting by the fire in the smaller individuality, are my own; I will never yield
of the two drawing-rooms. Mrs. Saville had them to the mere authority of any creature,
been in deep thought, and Hope diligently even to one I respect as I do you. If, in speak
makipg a long strip of lace which usually oc ing as I think, I offend, we are not bound to
cupied her when tete-a-tete with her patroness live together a moment longer than is agree
and not reading aloud.
able. I may love you one day; I will never al
“ Do you wish me to accompany you ?”
low myself to fear you.”
“ Yes, of course. You are very ready to leave
“ You are rather a curious girl. I do not wish
me.”
people to fear me. Wh>' should they ?”
“ No, indeed, Mrs. Saville; I should be sorrv to
“Ido not suppose ycu do; but you have a
to do so; but I wish you to feel quite free. The dominant will, which wealth gives you the pow
secret of comfort in such a relationship as ours er to exercise, and it colors your manner.”
is that we are not bound to each other.”
“ I have always been well served.”
There was another pause.
“ No doubt.”
“ Very likely,” resumed Mrs. Saville, as if she
“Well, Miss Desmond, you have interested me
had been reflecting. “ However, I do not wish a good deal, and, as you say, whenever I grow
to part company as yet. I must say you are too tyrannical, or you grow too fearless, we can
one of the few young women—indeed, young part company. At any rate, you are more of 8
or old—who have any common sense, though rational being than most young women. Now
your ideas on some points are by no means as to my plans for this winter. I cannot stand
sound.”
being worried by the people I know in London,
“ What are my chief errors ?” asked Hope, and my relations: so 1 propose going to Dres
with the pleasant fearlessness which was one of den, a town where one meets few English. I
her chief attractions to the imperious little plu have had enough of my compatriots for the
tocrat.
present. I shall come to Paris in the spring;
“You are a sentimentalist in some directions, and after—oh, that is too remote to think of. I
and you do not recognize the true value of had a letter this morning from Mary Dacre.
money. The first is weakness: the second, wil She is staying in Yorkshire, at some wild coun
ful blindness.”
try house, where she hunts and shoots in mod“ I dare say I am weak,” returned Hope, lay ern-young-lady fashion. She threatens to re
ing down her work and speaking thoughtfully; turn here with her obedient father on the 17th,
“ but do you know, Mrs. Saville, I think I have and that idiot George Lumley in her train.
a truer estimate of the value of money than Lady Olivia writes that the preference dear
yourself ?”
Mary Dacre shows with such girlish simplicity
“How do you make that out?” Mrs. Saville for dear George is quite touching. Of course
spoke with some degree of interest.
the Lumleys are enchanted at the possibility of
“ I know that a certain amount is necessary, such a marriage. I wonder does it ever occur
that real poverty is degrading, that every right- to them to count up the number of aspirants
minded individual will strive and toil for a suf Miss Dacre has encouraged and thrown over?
ficiency, enough to secure independence and I do not myself quite understand why George
respectability; but, after that, what can money Lumley hung about here so much. I fancy he
buy? Not health, nor a sense of enjoyment, was rather laughing at the future Baroness Casintelligence, nor the perception of beauty, nor tleto-n ; and he is too much a Saville to do what
that crown of life, love. Very moderate means he doesn’t like, even for a wealthy marriage.”
will permit of fullest pleasure in all these, but
“ I must say, Mrs. Saville, that seems to me
they must be all the free gift of nature: gold erring in the right direction.”
cannot buy them.”
“ I suppose it does, to you. To me it seems
“And with them all,” returned Mrs. Saville, weak self-indulgence, when you consider the
“you can never lift your head above the ob position George Lumley is born to, and which
scurity of a mean position, if you only possess he is bound to keep up.”
moderate means.”
“ What a terrible birthright!” returned Hope
“ That does not seem'a hardship to me. It is Desmond, laughing, as she resumed her lacetrue I never knew what ambition meant, and work, and, tea coming in at that moment, the
therelore I am no fair judge of what isessential conversation was interrupted.
to an ambitious spirit; but men have attained
After a few days’ rest, Mrs. Saville set out for
to great power and yet had but little money.”
Germany, and in the quiet routine of their
“Not often,—net often; while to women, with comfortable life there the current of this “ower
their more limited sphere, money is still more true tale ” seemed to stagnate.
essential. If every one was as philosophic as
yourself, where should we be? Where would
civilization, inventions, improvement, employ
CHAPTER VIII.
ment be, if men did not haste to become rich ?”
“ But I do not object to people becoming rich,
Back in bright Paris, now decked in her
and I acknowledge that men who amass large garden-party dress of chestnut-blossoms, lilacs,
fortunes are often benefactors to their fellows. and laburnums, some six or seven months aft
I only urge that great wealth is not essential to erwards.
individual happiness, and that men who in
Mrk Saville had spent a very tranquil winter.
crease knowledge and social improvement, who She had rarely been free from irritation for so
invent and explore, are benefactors equally long a period.
with those who make the money which pays for
For a week or two at Christmas she had been
it all.”
a good deal tried by a visit from her son, who,
“We are like the two Knights who fought to her surprise, brought his cousin, George
over the color of the shield, Miss Desmond. Lumley, with him. That over, she settled down
You must grant that if wealth cannot buy again to her books, her fancy-work, of which
health it can at least mitigate suffering; audit she was rather proud, her game of whist with
certainly can buy esteem, if it cannot buy love. some old Grafs and Barons attached to the lit
As to love, who feels it except the young and tle court, some of whom had dabbled in diplo
the imaginative ? It is but another form of macy and even spent a few years in London,
selfishness; some quality in another gratifies and frequent visits to the opera, for almost her
you or flatters you, and you think that person only real pleasure was music.
essential to your existence.”
If, six months before, Mrs. Saville had missed
“There is something more in it than that,” her companion when she was absent for a
said Hope, gently; “you must know that. Did couple of days, the idea of parting with her
you never love any one yourself ?”
now would have struck her with dismay. She
“Yes; at least I thought I did, and small had softened gradually but considerably,—so
thanks I had for it. But I am not sure that my gradually that Hope Desmond had to look back
reason is not too strong for my affections.”
and recall her first impressions to measure the
“I think,” said Hope, slowly, “that you change.
could love very much.” She stopped, and grew
The weather was fine, the sky blue, and sun
a little paler than usual. “ Pardon oae if 1 take shine beautified all tilings. It seemed impossi
a liberty in speaking my opinion.”
ble not to partake of the general exhilaration
“ No; go on; you amuse me.”
which pervaded the atmosphere. Yet Mrs. Sa“ We scarcely know what gifts we possess till ville's expression, if less hard, was infinitely
circumstances call them out, and yours may not sadder than formerly, and, though Miss Des
have drawn out your faculties in that direc mond's eyes were calm, and her air composed,
tion. But I am quite sure the remarkable there were shadows beneath the former and a
strength of your nature would make your love somewhat worn look in her expressive face.
strong too.”
She was thinner, too, as if she had borne some
“ Really, Miss Desmond, you are a profound mental strain.
student of human nature. Unfortunately for
It was afternoon, and the Champs-Elysees
the development of my affections, I am not were crowded with streams of equipages pour
what is called a lovable person.”
ing out to the Bois. Stemming this current,
“ No,” said Hope, quietly, “not what a sur Mrs. Saville -and Hope returned from their
face observer would call lovable; you are too earlier drive, and on arriving at the hotel,
contemptuous of weakness, which you cannot found another open carriage drawn up at the
understand; but if steadiness of purpose, a entrance, from which a gorgeously-dressed lady
sense of justice, honor, and loyalty, are worthy was leaning while she spoke to the porter. Ho
of love, you ought to be loved. When I came to made a gesture towards the new arrival, where
you, my first inclination was to fear you, and I upon the lady looked round and displayed the
determined not to yield to it, or, if I found it well-known features of MissDacre.
insurmountable, to leave you. You cannot
How fortunate!” she cried. “Here, open the
support the companionship of a spirit inferior door; let me out!” And she sprang upon the
to your own.”
ground.
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“ My dear Mrs. Saville, I only just beard by
the merest accident that you were in Paris. We
have been at Pau for two months, and are on
our way home.”
“ Ob, indeed,” returned Mrs. Saville, rather
dryly, as she descended very deliberately and
submitted to be kissed by her young- friend.
“J am sorry for your poor father. Why could
you not let him rest in peace among his turnips
and mangel wurzels ?”
“ Why, 1 must think of myself sometimes, you
know. How do you do, Hope ? I am so glad
to see you! I can’t say you are looking very
flourishing. I suppose you are coming in, so I
can pay you a nice visit, t hough I have a hun
dred ami one things to do. 1 suppose you have
your old rooms, Mrs. Saville. We are at the
Bristol. I wonder you stay here, it is so slow.”
“Quite fast enough for me; but come up
stairs.”
“ She is as cross as ever,” whispered Miss Dacre
to Hope as they ascended to Mrs. Saville’s apart
ments. “ I don’t wonder at your looking worn
out.” Hope laughed and shook her head.
“You are comfortable enough here, I must
say,” resumed Miss Dacre, looking round the
handsomely-furnished room, which was sweet
with flowers and flooded with soft light, the
strong sunshine filtering through the outer
blinds.
“Well, dear Mrs. Saville, and how are you aft
er burying yourself alive in Germany all the
winter ? It is such a queer place to go to.”
“ I like Germany, and I am remarkably well.”
“ Well, you don’t look so. We had a wild time
at Herondyke. I was there for nearly a month.
Lady Olivia is quite too good-natured. Then
she and the girls came over to Castleton, but
your son persuaded George Lumley to go with
him to Dresden. A great mistake! Captain
Lumley was quite cross when he returned,—
said it was a God-forgotten hole! I met Mr.
Vignolles at Pau,”—ere., etc. And Miss Dacre
turned on a rapid flow of gossip. As soon as
she made a pause for breath, Mrs. Saville said,
wearily:
“ Miss Desmond, the tea is ready. Give me a
cup.”
“ By all means. The Parisians have improved
immensely, but they have not arrived at the
height of good afternoon tea yet.”
Silence on the part of Mrs. Saville, while Mis3
Dacre sipped her tea.
“ When do you come back to London, Mrs.
Saville ?*’
“Not this year. I may go to Inglefield in the
autumn.”
“I suppose you know Richard is bringing out
a work on ‘ The Romans in Lincolnshire,’ illus
trated, with notes and appendixes ad lib.? It
will cost a small fortune, they say.”
“They say ? Who say ?”
“Oh, the literary world. I am thinking of
publishing extracts from the Archives of Castle
ton Forest. There are lots of old deeds and let
ters in the muniment-room, especially about
the Long Parliament times. One must really
write something now.”
“Indeed! Can't you compile a time-table of
the trains I et.veen Castleton, Upton, and Lon
don, copying Bradshaw freely? It would ananswer all purposes, and give you very little
trouble.”
“Dear Mrs. Saville, what an idea! Now I
want you to do me a favor. Let Miss Desmond
come with me to the Opera Comique this even
ing. They give ‘ Le petit Due.’ My father has
instituted a headache, and I rather want a
chaperon. It will not be very late.”
“ Miss Desmond is perfectly free to do as she

like#.”

“ If you can find any other chaperon I am
quite ready to stay at home,” said Hope, smiling.
“Now, do not be disagreeable. I want you to
come with me.”
Hope did not answer, and after some further
pour-par levs it was arranged that Miss Dacre
should call for her favorite confidante that
evening en route for the theatre.
“ I have a hundred and one things to say to
you,” whispered Miss Dacre when Hope Des
mond escorted her to the stair after she had
taken leave of Mrs. Saville. '‘The same mys
terious fate still dogs me. I do not know what
spell binds George Lumley to silence. Poor fel
low ! I am so sorry for him! I rather imagined
be thought I was going to Dresden last winter,
—heaven only knows why. You will be ready
at seven-thirty, will you not?”
“Yes, certainly.”
When Hope returned to Mrs. Saville she
found that lady’s maid removing her out-door
garb and arranging her mistress on the sofa as
if for a siesta.
“ I would have saved you from this infliction
if I could,” she said, presently, when Hope
thought she was going to sleep, but politesse,
as well as noblesse oblige! Mary Dacre was al
ways foolish; she i3 now absolutely idiotic. 1
am not surprised that Hugh had no patience
with her; Hugh was always instinctive. He is
like me in many things.”
Hope listened with nervous attention, grow
ing alternately red aud white. Never before
had Mrs. Saville named her offending son, and
Hope feared to utter a word that might offend
or divert the current of her thoughts.

“ I am always doomed to disappointment,” she
went on, as if speaking out her thoughts.
“ There is Richard; he will be a dilettante and a
nobody all the days of his life. I never wasted
any anticipations on him. But Hugh might be
anything—a statesman, a leader of men. I
would have done anything to push his fort
unes. All my hopes, all my ambitions, cantered
in him; and you know—you must have beardhow he repaid me.”
“Yes, I have heard,” returned Hope, in such
tremulous accents that Mrs. Saville looked up,
as if surprised and touched by her keen sym
pathy. “ It seems very cruel.”
“Seems! It is. To be forgotten, thrown
over, for the sake of a pretty face, a whim of
passion, after years of devotion ! It is intoler
able; it is not to be forgiven. An unsuitable
wife is a millstone round a man’s neck that will
drag him to perdition ; but I leave her punish
ment to him. He will tire of her, aud he will
curse the day he ever saw her, and sacrificed
his mother and his career—everything—to a
passing fancy.”
“It was a terrible mistake,—a—” She
stopped suddenly.
‘LArevou ill? You look white and faint!”
exclaimed Mrs. Saville, roused to attention by
the sudden cessation of her voice.
“Only a little giddy and dazed; the sun was so
strong to-day,” returned Hope, steadying her
voice by a strong effort. “ I felt faint when we
were driving round the lakes. But, dear Mrs.
Saville, may I say that greater blame attaches
to the girl who allowed your son to sacrifice
himself for her, than to him ?”
“No doubt she is a designing minx. But
she will find that she reckoned without her host
when she caught my son. Existence as the wife
of a poor naval officer is not quite a bed of
roses.”
“ And suppose she proves a devoted wife, pru
dent, careful, self-denying: would you not in
time forgive her, and pardon him for his mis
fortune in falling a victim to—her designs?’’
“You suppose what is highly improbable; but
even if this woman prove a gem of the finest
water, that will do nothing towards pushing
my son in his career. All must come from him;
aud a wife endowed with money or interest, or
both, can do so much for a man. Maddening as
all this is, what embitters me most is my son’s
contemptuous disregard of me. To marry with
out a word of notice, an attempt to win my
consent, was an insult.
“ But Mrs. Saville, if I may venture to speak
on a subject so near your heart, do you not
think that the hopelessness of gaining your
consent held him back from making the at
tempt ?”
“ It should have held him back also r' -/m such
ungrateful disobedience. He knew be would
break—no, not break my heart,—mine is not the
kind of heart which breaks,—but harden it with
a hardness that pains, with a dull indescribable
aching.” And she pressed her hand on her
bosom.
“Oh, yes, it was wrong,—terribly wrong,”
cried Hope, and there was a sound of tears in
her voice, “ but you know your son's nature (I
have heard all about his unfortunate marriage
from Miss Rawson), Rightly or wrongly, he
loved this girl with all his heart, and she was
singularly desolate, friendless,, penniless. How
could he desert her, being the man he is ? how
could ho help her effectually save as her hus
band? Tt was imprudent, I know, and very
wrong, but not unpardonable. Dear Mrs. Sa
ville, think how unhappy your son must be,
parted from you as he is, and, oh, think of the
sad future of self-reproach and regret you are
creating for his unhappy wife.”
“ Do not talk such sentimental rubbish to me,
Miss Desmond. It is not like your usual quiet
good sense. Has Mr. Rawson placed you witn me
to plead Hugh’s cause ? If so, it is wasted ingenu
ity. I will not be talked over; nor does Hugh
think it worth whileto make any attempt at rec
onciliation.”
“ Probably he fears it would only embitter
you were he to try.”
“No; it is pride and obstinacy. He has some
thing of my own nature. How proud 1 was of
him once!”
“And so you will be again,” cried Hope
cheerfully. “Foolish, faulty, he may be, but'he
has done nothing unworthy of a man of honor.
Does a marriage of affection incapacitate a man
from distinguishing himself in his profession?
Do you not believe that when the heart is satis
fied and at rest, the intellect works more freely
and clearly ?”
“ And do you think that the heart will long
rest satisfied when the lot of its owner is pover
ty and obscurity? There, that is enough. I
will not hear excuses or pleading for my son.
If I thought Mr. Rawson suggested such inter
ference, I would beg you to leave me at once.”
“ Which I can do to-morrow, if you wish,”
said Hope, her pale cheek flushing quickly,
though she spoke with a pleasant smile.
Mrs. Saville laughed. “You know 1 should
not l.keyou to leave me,” she said, more genially
than Hope once thought s he could ever speak.
“ Nor need you do so, if you will avoid Vexed
questions.” Hope beut her head. “Tell me,”

resumed Mrs. Saville, “ if you did leave me,
what should you do ?”
“ [ am not absolutely- without resources,” re
turned Hope, “ and I should try to lind pupils*
or some similar employment to this.”
“But you prefer staying where you are? ”
“Yes, very, very much.”
“ There is a tone of sincerity’ in your words..
Pray read to me for a while, and let us have no
more agitations.”
This long-wished-for opening appearad to Hope
to have done very little good. She wrote an ac
count of it to Mr. Rawson. Indeed, her corres
pondence with the Rawson family was very
constant. Every week a thick letter went to*
Miss Rawson, and every week camo a punctual
reply. Sometimes these letterssent Hope to her
daily tasks with a soft, happy smile on her lipsr
sometimes her quick-falling tears bedewed the
paper as she read. But, through smiles and
tears, she never failed in her duty to her employdr who grew more and more dependent on her
daughtei ly care and attention.
Mrs. Saville had invited some friends who
were passing through Paris to dine with her
that day, so Hope felt no compunction about
leaving* her alone, though she was by no meansanxious to accompany Miss Dacre, whose con
stant confidences about Lumley made her feeft
uncomfortable; for during his visit to Dresden
she had perceived what was the real attraction
which brought him there, and she had asense of
guilt towards Miss Dacre which oppressed her.
“ However, she will be going away soon,” was>
her reflection as she dressed, always in black,
but not now in such mourning,—black lace over
black satin, her snowy neck and arms showingthrough Lheir transparent covering, and a jet
comb shining among the ab&nda*t coils of her
rich, dark-chestnut hair.
“ I am so glad you could come !” cried Miss
Dacre, when she got into the carriage. “ I can
not go quite by myself, and there is no one elsein Paris I care to have. Do you know, my
father says he thinks he saw George Lumley on
the Boulevards this morning.”
“Indeed! Well, we have seen nothing of him.
The house was crowded with a brilliant audi
ence. The music was light and sparkling.
Many glasses were turned to the box occupied,
by thetwodlstinguished-lookingEnglish women
Hope Desmond had had a budget from her
faithful friend Miss Rawson that evening, and
something in the contents had se."\ her forth
with a bright color and a smiling /ace. Even
Miss Dacre. self-absorbed as she us "ally was
thought, “ How handsome Hope is loo.iing!”
That young lady, who had been sweeping the
house with her opera-glass, suddenly started,
and exclaimed,” Why, there is George Lymley
in the balcony opposite! He is with Lord Ev
erton. Is it not extraordinary ?—as soon as I
come to Paris he appears. Stay! be sees us;,
they are coming over. I don’t know how it is,
but lfelt 1 should meet, him here.”
In a few minutes the door of the box opened
to admit Lord Everton and his young nephew.
“ Well, Miss Dacre, this is an unexpected pleas
ure,” said the gallant old peer. “ I met Castle
ton a couple of hours ago, and he told me you
were coming here to-night. Then this young
scapegrace called at my eyry au guatrieme, and
we agreed to look you up.”
“ I saw Richard in town the day before yes
terday,” said Captain Lumley as he shook handswith Miss Desmond. “ He told me you were in
Paris; and—here I am.”
“It is the best time for Paris, everything
looks so bright and gay,” she returned, withsome slight embarrassment. “ Rather different
from Dresden.”
“ I hope there may be a change from the
Dresden tone,” he replied, with some signifi
cance. Then he turned to greet Miss Dacre
with great cordiality, and while they talked with
much animation Lord Everton addressed Miss
Desmond.
“ Delighted to see you ! So glad you have not
deserted my distinguished sister-in-law. You
remind me of Una and the Lion, or I might say
the Tiger. The softening power you have exer
cised is amazing. I only wish the process ex
tended in widening circles to embrace a few
more than your favored self.”
“ 1 wish I possessed the power you credit mewith,” returned Hope, smiling, as she made
room for him beside her. She was always
amused with the boyish old peer, who showed
her a degree of kindly attention which touched,
her.
“ And how are you getting on?” he continued,
in a confidential tone. “ I know that good fel
low Rawson counted on you as an ally in the
cause of Madame’s prodigal son.”
“Ido not get on at all. I have had but onechance of pleading for him, and I am afraid I
made little or no impression. Mrs. Saville has
been profoundly offended. Naturally she will
find it hard to forgive.”
“ She is somewhat adamantine. Tf you suc
ceed with her 1 shall say you are a deucedly
clever young woman. Still, Iam inclined to
backjou. I must tell Hugh what a first-rate
advocate he has. I had a letter from him a few
days ago. His ship will be out of commission—
let me see, in less than five months. The pres
eut First Lord is an old school-fellow of mine

WHAT GOLD CANNOT BUY,

13

sand he wants a lift with him. He must keep metLumley, who immediately turned with her.
•‘I little thought what [should hear,” she said
'tip, you know, now he is a married man, —poor They walked rather silently to the hotel, Hope almost aloud, “ when I determined to keep quiet
ibeggar ! Then, in a way, I am responsible for feeling very anxious to get rid of him, yet some till that booby had gone. Listeners never hear
his sins.”
how deterred from acting with decision, bu,t a good of themselves. So T am a cantankerous,
“ Oh. indeed !” said Hope, looking at him with certain air of resolution, by no means usual, dictatorial, tyrannical old woman? Hope Des
eager, earnest eyes.
which pervaded his face and voice seemed to mond does not think so; I know she does not.”
“ Yes; I knew old Hilton for years, off and hold her baek.
'•on. He wasn’t a bad fellow at all,—very much
“ Has Mrs. Saville returned ?” asked Hope of
in my own line; and I am not at all a bad fel the waiter who attended their suite of rooms.
CHAPTER IX.
low, 1 assure you.”
“Not yet, Mademoiselle,’’ he replied.
“ Iam sure you are not,” returned Hope, with
“Then-----’’she began, holding out her hand
To Hope Mrs. Saville made no sign, and she re
=a caressing smile.
to Lumley; but he did not take it.
mained incomplete ignorance that her acute pa
“ What a sweet soul you are to say so !” show
“If you will allow me, 1 will come in and wait troness had been a hearer of Lumley’s avowal.
ing all his still white teeth in a genial laugh. for her,” he said, with so much decision that she
There was something increasingly kind and
“Then he, Hugh, met the daughter,- an un felt it would be easier to let him come m than confidential, however, in her tone and manner.
common girl, I believe, sang divinely, and all to resist. He therefore followed her upstairs to Hope was greatly relieved by having thus dis
'that,”
the pleasant salon, looking out on the Tuileries posed of her admirer. That worry was at an end.
“ Did you know her too ?” asked Hope.
garden, where Hope took off her hat, intending another, however, still remained.
“ Well, I have seen her, years ago, when she to supply him with a newspaper and leave him
Miss Dacre’s feelings and imagination were
was in 6hort frocks with a pigtail. Then she to his own reflections. This plan was nipped in greatly exercised by the sudden disappearance
was away in England for some time, but Hilton the bud.
of George Lumley from the scene, and she grew
did not consider it prudent to cross the Channel.
Having walked to the window and looked out quite ravenous for Hope’s society, thatshe might
Anyhow, Hugh is most anxious about his fora minute, Lumley returned and closed the wonder and conjecture and maunder about his
34’ecious wife, and fears she may get into door, Standing between it and Hope, he said, mysterious conduct, and cross examine Hope as
trouble during his absence. I am thinking of very quietly, “Thisis the first chance I have had to what she thought might, could, would, or
running down to Nice to look her up. She is of speaking to you, and I implore you to should have caused him thus suddenly to throw
there still, isn’t she ?”
hear me. 1 insist on your hearing me. You up the game which Miss Dacre chose to think he
“ 1 think—that is, Mr. Rawson thinks she has have treated me with the most insulting indif was playing so eagerly,—viz., the pursuit of her
left. You had better ask him.”
ference, and obstinately refused to understand self,—till she made her hearer’s life a burden to
“ I will,” with some significance. “ May I call the feelings I have tried to,show you. Now I her.
awon her imperious Highness, do you think?”
am determined to speak out. I am madly in
“ I don’t know what you do to Miss Desmond
*’I can hardly tell. You might leave a card. love with you. I would sacrifice everything when
you have her out by herself,” said Mrs.
I am inclined to think t hat she would be pleased and every one for you. I am desperately in Saville
to the young heiress one afternoon,
by your kin 1 effort to further her son’s inter earnest. Promise that you will love ine< that when she
had called to know if dear Mrs Saville
est.”
you will even try to love me, and I’ll—I’ll marry would spare Hope Desmond to take a drive with
‘‘That is a .’ittle encouraging. Hugh has you to-morrow. No! hear me further,” as Hope her and stay to afternoon tea, “ but she al vays
always been a favorite of mine. He is a fine attempted to speak. Just think of the different comes back looking white and tired, quite ex
fellow, and I do not think he will revenge him life you would lead with me. You would have hausted ; and I will not spare her, Miss Dacre.
self on the poor girl who is the innocent cause society, position, freedom. We might beobliged I want her myself. If you are always taking
of his misfortunes. Gad! a sweet charming to pinch at first, but nothing can keep the iam- her away, you had better keep her.”
woman is worth paying dear for!”—a senti ily estates from me when my father is gone:
“ I am sure I shall be delighted. I want a nice
ment which seemed to touch his hearer, for she and I could always get money. Then compare lady-like companion a little older than myself,
.gave him a soft, lingering, tearful glance, life with a husband who adores you, with that to go about with me and-----”
which, “ had I been some twenty years young of a sort of upper servant co a catankerous,
“ A little older than yourself !” laughed Mrs.
er,” thought the oil boy, “ I should have felt dictatorial, tyrannical old woman like my aunt Saville. ‘ T suspect she is two years your junior.
Inclined to repay with a kiss.”
Saville. You must not refuse me, Hope. I’ll blow Well, take her, if Rhe will go.”
4 Meantime, Miss Dacre’s bright beady eyes out my brains if you do. ” He tried to catch her
“ Indeed, Mrs. Saville, I think you would do
‘danced in her head with delight as she chattered hand, which she quickly snatched away, step better w^th an oider person, some one nearer
volubly to Lumley, whose face grew rather ping back a pace or two, while she grew alter your own age.”
sulky as he listened, scarcely deigning to reply. nately pale and red under the passionate gaze
“ I am much obliged for your kind considera
Here a welcome interruption came in the shape of the eager ypung man.
tion. Yes, of course Miss Desmond has rather a
of one of the English attaches, for whom Lum
“ Now, you must listen tome, Captain Lumley. dull time with me. Suppose you make her an
ley immediately vacated his seat; and, as Lord You have distressed me infinitely. You ought to offer in writing.”
Everton wished to say a word to one of the have understood by my manner that I wished to
“ Yes, of course I could: that is, if you would
/singers, he departed behind the scenes and Lum avoid such an explanation,—to save you, as well not be offended.”
ley slipped into his place.
as myself, thepain it mustcause. Itisimpossible
“ No, by no means. I would not stand in her
“My uncle was fortunate in securing your that I could love you as you wish. And it is well light.”
olevoted attention, Miss Desmond.”
I do not; for there is no reasen why you should
“ Really, Mrs. Saville, you are t he most sensible
“Yes, he always interests me.”
grieve your parents as your cousin has done his
woman I know. Pray, how much do you give
“ Lucky old fellow ’ What have you been do mother.”
her?—what
salary I mean.”
ing with yourself ?”continued Lumley, looking
“That need not weigh with you, “cried Lumley.
“ What Mr. Rawson asked for his protegee,—
-•aariiesfly at her. “You are looking pale and “ I wrote to my fat her yesterday, and told him I
fifty
pounds.”
.thin, and your eyes-----”
should ask you, and if you accepted me,asl hoped
“ Is that all ? Oh, I will give her a hundred.”
,_. “ Hope interrupted iiim by holding up a fin you would, nothing should prevent our mar
“ Then of course you will get her,” said Mrs.
ger. “ What a rude speech !” she exclaimed.
riage.”
- «*yoi>ought to know by this time that I am too
“ How insane of you !” said Hope, greatly agi Saville, grimly. “That being so, pray leave her
to
me for this afternoon.”
deeply interested in you to pay you compli tated. “Why could you not see that I should
“Oh, yes, certainly. lean write to her this
ments.”
never under any circumstances have loved you,
evening.”
Her further utterance was arrested
“ A nd you ought to know by this time, Cap we are so unlike in every way ?”
tain Lumley, that Iam an ungrateful creature
“ That’s no reason why we should not be per by the announcement, in loud tones, of Lady
Olivia
Lumley,
whereupon that personage en
‘and not deserving of your interest.”
fectly happy: and see all I can give you.”
“Whether you deserve it or not, I can’t help
“All you could give has not a feather’s weight tered, wearing a simple travelling-dress and a
most
troubled
expression
of countenance.
feeling it.”
with me. I am profoundly grieved that I could
“ Dear Miss Dacre, I had no idea I should find“ Has Mr. Saville any thoughts of coming to not keep you from this mortification. You will
you
here,’’said
Lady
Olivia,
when she had greet
find many good and charming women, who, if
Paris ?”
“ I don’t know. He will probably pajr his re you seek them, would love you well; and I will ed, Mrs. Saville. “ I am on my way tb Contrexespected mamma a visit. He is at present deeply evdn tell you that I have no heart to give. I am ville, to try and get rid of my gouty rheumatism
•engaged assisting a desperate female antiqua engaged to a man I love with all my soul, and so-----”
rian who iscollecti ng meter ials for the history of no one can put him out of my mind.”
“ He very unfortunate that Captain Lumley
Queen Bertha, or Boadiceaor some such remote
“Who and what is he ?” cried Lumley, fiercely, should just have left !” interrupted Miss Dacre.
potentate. Whether she will end by leading him starting forward from where he had been lean “ He started on Wednesday,—something regi
to the hymeneal altar is uncertain; but it is ing against the window-frame.
mental, I believe.”
quite possible.”
“ Most unfortunate,” returned Lady Olivia,
“ I will tell you so much. He is poor like my
“ I earnestly hope poor Mrs. Saville may be self, and we have a longstrugglebefore us, but— emphatically.
spared this last straw,” exclaimed Hope, smiling. There, T will say no more. Now that you under
“Where are you staying ?” asked Miss Dacre.
“ I am sure I don’t care. 1 only care for my stand there is no hope, you will be able to put me
“At tho Hotel d’Albe.”
own troubles. I have been the most miserable out of your thoughts. Do tell your father he has
“ Wq.ll, I shall call late this afternoon. Now I
beggar in existence for the last four or five nothing to fear, at least from me. It is cruel to am obliged to call on t he Comtesse de Suresnes.
months, hoping and fearing, and dragged every dissappoint a father, a p irent. See what suffer So good-by for the present, Mrs. Saville. Goodby. dear Lady Olivia.”
way, 1 am resolved to put an end to this infer ing Hugh Saville had caused his mother.”
nal uncertainty and know my fate. Don’t you
As soon as she was gone, Mrg. Saville, looking
“ By heaven, he was right. He got what he
think I am right?”
wanted. 1 am infernally disappointed. Ithought very straight at her sister-in-law, asked, “ What
is the matter with you?”
“How can I tell ?” Hope was beginning, when when you knew what I really meant, you-----”
Miss Dacre broke in : “You will come back to
“ Matter ! Matter enongh ! If I had not been
“ It is useless to argue about what is inevi
-sup with me, will you not, Miss Desmond ? Cap table,” interrupted Hope, with some hautieur. enroute for Contrexevdle I should have come
tain Lumley and Lord Everton are coming, “ I deeply regret having caused you annoyance here on purpose to--to tell you what I think.”
and Lady Delamere, and Monsieur de la Taille. or disappointment, but neither you nor I would
“ And pray what may that be, Lady Olivia ?
I will send my maid home with you after.”
“ That you have allowed my unfortunate boy
have been happy if we had become man and wife
“ Many thanks, Miss Dacre, I really must not.” Why, oh, why did you not, understand me? George to fall iqjo the same scrape as your own
An animated argumentfollowed; but Hope Des Now I can hear no more. Make haste to re son, just to make us suffer as you have done,
mond stuck to her resolution, and, declining lieve your father’s mind, and—good-bye, Cap Ut is too bad, that while we were thinking every
Captain Lumley’s proffered escort, drove back tain Lumley.” She half put out her hand, drew thing was on the point of being settled between
to Meurice’s alone.
it back, and left the room swiftly. The enraged him and Mary Dacre (such an excellent man
Mrs. Saville was rather amused in Paris; she and disappointed lover took a turn to and fro, riage), there is he falling into the trap of that
met many acquaintances who did not bore her, uttering some half-articulate denunciations of low-born, designing adventuress your compan
and she tolerated Captain Lumley’s visits more his infernal ill luck, then, snatching up his hat, ion! You are not a woman to be blinded by
.-good-humoredly than formerly, chiefly because rushed away to pour his troubles into the sym anything, and you never took the trouble to
he was quiet and distrait
pathizing ear of Lord Everton, in whom all warn us or save him, and I who always sympa
About a week after Hope had gone to the imprudent youngsters found a congenial confi thized with you in your trouble about Hugh*
opera with Miss Dacre, Mrs. Saville had gone to dant.
[ expected better things fromyou,Elizabeth. You
drive in the Bois with an invalid dowager
As soon asthe sound of his steps was heard, the are infatuated about that woman, of whom you
duchess who was on her way to some famous unclosed door of a small inner room from which really know nothing.”
health-resort in Switzerland, and Hope, having there was no other; exit, and which was used as a
For a moment Mrs. Saville was silent, too
finished her weekly letter, went out to post it, cabinet cTecriture, was pushed more widely open, amazed to find words.
oroceeding afterwards to do some shopping. and Mrs. Saville walked in. She wore her out
“ I don't understand you. Pray explain your
On her way back, near the TheatreFrancais,she door dress, and held a note in her hand.
meaning, if you have any,” she said, at last, a
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bitter little smile curling up the corners of her
mouth.
“ Why, our unfortunate mad boy wrote to his
Father a few days ago that he wa3 going to make
an offer to that dreadful girl, as she was the
sort of woman to whom he dared not propose a
private marriage; that he feared we might be
vexed at first, but if we attempted to prevent it
he would go straight to the dogs. Oh, it is too—
too bad ! I little thought, when I was so horri
fied at Hugh’s conduct last summer, that before
a year was over I should be afflicted in the
same way.”
“ When you gloated over my disappointment,
you means,” cried Mrs. Saville, her black eyes
flashing. “I have no doubt you thought to
yourself that your son would never be false to
the instincts of his race, which is aristocratic on
both sides, but that wine was impelled by the
plebeian vigor inherited from his mother's peo
ple. I know the amount of gratitudeyou all feel
towards we for conferring wealth for which he
never toiled, on your brother and his sons. Cut
the blood plebeian in my veins has been
strong enough to keep you all in your places.
Yes ! as the world we live in chooses to attach
importance to rank and to worship a title, I
bought what was necessary of the valuable ar
ticle: but I know your estimate of me and the
veiled contempt of your commiseration when
the blow fell upon me. Now L am going to re
turn good for evil, and relieve your mind.
Your precious sqji is perfectly safe. That low
born, designing adventuress, my companion,
has defiantly and utterly rejected him.”
“ Impossiole ! Are you sure ? May this not be
tome deep-laid scheme ? How do you Know ?”
“ it is quite possible, I am perfectly sure; it is
no deep-laid scheme, I know, because I was in
tiat room there, unsuspected, and heard every
word of the proposal and of the distinct, decided
reject-on. Miss Desmond reproached your son
? - s perseverance in spite of her discourage
ment, .1 d informed him she was engaged to anp. -i, -evidently some humble, struggling man
from 'vnom vour charming, distinguished son
was nc ver’ess to attract her. Miss Desmond
acted like a vOu-te woman o- sense and honor,
and in my opuron, Mtie is a great deal too good
even for 60 high a:vi /pigiitv a gentleman as
Captain George Lumley.”
“ Thank God !” cried Lady Olivia,, too much re
lieved to resent the undisguised scorn and anger
of her sister-in-law. “But are you quite sure
there is no danger of this—young person chang
ing her mind ?”
“ Be under no apprehension. Your son is safe
enough so far as my young friend Miss Desmond
is concerned.”
“ I am sure I am very glad; but really, Eliza
beth, Iam amazed at the very extraordinary at
tack you have make upon me.
“ Or, rather, you are amazed that I know you
so well. 1 saw the sneer that lurked under your
assumed compassion for my disappointment and
I am amazed you ventured to speak in the tone
you did to me. Now you may go, and write to
your husband and assure him his son is safe for
the present. Before we meet again, you must
apologize to me for the liberty you have taken.”
“ I think an apology is also due to me,” cried
Lady Olivia.
While she spoke, Mrs. Saville had rung the bell,
and, on the«waiter’s appearance, said, in a com
manding tone, “ Lady Olivia Lu alley’s carriage,”
Whereupon that lady confessed defeat by retir
ing rapidiy.
That evening, as Hope was playing some
Scotch airs, with great taste and a delicate
touch, while Mrs. Saville sat thinking in her
chair and stroking Prince, a note was brought
for Miss Desmond. Hope finished what she was
playing, then, asking, “ Will you allow me?”
opened the missive.
“It is from MissDacre,” she added, in a min
ute ortwo,—“ a most extraordinary epistle. She
says she writes with your knowledge and ap
proval. She asl<3 me to leave you and live with
her, and offers me one hundred pounds a year.
Will you Iook at it ?”
Mrs. Saville stretched out her hand, and, after
reading the letter, deliberately returned it.
“How do you mean to reply?”
“ Can you as.< ?” cried Hope, —“ unless, indeed,
your Knowledge of Miss Dacre’s intention indi
cates a wish that I should leave you.”
“No, it does not. I thought it right that you
should have the option of refusing an advanta
geous offer. You would have more gayety, a
larger salary, an easier life, with Mary Dacre,
than with a cantankerous old woman like mycelt ”
“ If I had the money I should be willing to pay
a hundred a year to stay away from MissDacre,”
said Hope? “ You are severe, and rattier formid
able, but I Feel sure of your justice and loyalty,
and the restfulness of life with you is infinitely
preferable to the fevered gayety of Miss Dacre’s
existence.”
“ 1 am glad you think so. Write to her at
once.”
'
Hope obeyed, and, after writing with deliber
ation for some minutes, gave the result to Mrs.
Saville for perusal.
“ Good, said that lady. “It is firm and courtou8. Let it be posted at once. Now play me
the march from ‘Tannhauser.’ ”

.v~

“When that was finished, Mrs. Saville said,
“Come and sit down.”
Hope obeyed. There was a short pause, and
she went on : “As you have chosen to stay with
me, my dear Miss Desmond, I shall increase your
salary to what Miss Dacre offered.”
“.You are very good, Mrs. Saville, but I would
rather you did not. I have quite enough for all
I want. A year hence, when you have proved
me, if we are still together and you like to otfer
it----- But, oh, it is very unwise to look ahead
so far.”
“ I am not a very imaginative person,” said
Mrs. Saville, slowly, “but it strikes me you have
a history, Miss Desmond.”
“ I suppose every one has,” said Hope, smil
ing. “ I too have my little story; and some day,
if you ever care^to hear it, I will tell you,—but
not just yet.”
“ I suppose it centres round some love-affair,
which you silly young people always think of the
last importance.”
“ It does,” said Hope, with grave feeling; “and
I am sure the importance cannot be exagger
ated. If men and women only allowed them
selves to think what a sacred and solemn thing
love and its usual ending marriage is, fewer un
happy ones would take place.”
“Ah, with the vast majority love is an un
known quantity and an insignificant ingredi
ent. Just think what human nature is, the con
ditions in which it lives, moves, and has its be
ing : how is love as you exalted people accept it,
to exist? There we shall never agree. Pray get
me t he Figaro:1
Miss Dacre was reproachful, and even tearful
when Hope next saw her,but the “ much desired
one ” was immovable.
“Is it not extraordinary,” cried the disap
pointed heiress, “that George Lumley went off
in that unaccountable way ? There is some hid
den baneful influence at work. It is always the
same: as soon as we are growing confidential he
flies off. It is a hideous thought, but it has occured to me that he is secretly married to some
dreadful woman. What do you think ?”
“ I think there is nothing more unlikely.
“Heaven grant it 1 Weil, good-bye. We return
to London cn Wednesday. Perhaps Richard Sa. ville will be able to tell me something of George.
Oh, I forget: we shall just miss him. Y<ell, if
you can find out anything you will be sure to
write ? You have treated me very badly; but I
do not bear malice. You will find you have
made a great mistake. So good-bye.”
Mrs. Saville seemed more cheerful and in a
better temper after Lord Castleton and his
daughter left Paris, though the presence of her
eldest son was always more or ies>s a trial.
She endured an occasional visit from Lord
Everton, who was quietly pertinacious in culti
vating friendly relations with her.
He was the only member of the family who
dared to mention her offending son, but he only
ventured to do so when they were alone.
“ I really believe you are softening Mrs. Sa
ville’s stony heart,” he said one day as he met
Hope coming from the galleries (not the Grande
Magasins) of the Louvre. “ Not, I am sure, a la
mode de Hannibal, by fire and vinegar, but rath
er with the milk of human kindness. She allows
me to mention Hugh, and just now endured
hearing that I h.ad a letter from him. He writes
in good spirits. I believe the Vortigern will be
home in August or September, and then we shall
see what we shall see—oh, allow me,” for Hope
had dropped her sunshade and stooped to pick it
up. “Getting quite too hot to stay here. Iam
off to Switzerland; and T hear Richard is going
to cruise in somebody’s yacht to the coast of
Norway. He has scent of some buried treasures
of Runic inscriptions, and heaven knows what
else, near Skarstad. You had better get Mrs.
Saville away, and yourself loo. You are look
ing pale and seedy,—excuse a privileged old 1 ellow. You have my best wishes, my dear girl,—
my very best. Accept a prophecy: I think we’ll
turn a corner before long.”
And before Hope could ask the meaning of
his enigmatical words he had raised his hat,
bowed, and departed.
CHAPTER X.
The little fishing-village of Sainte-Croix, lying
at the mouth of a valley or gorge which opens
from the sea between high cliffs on the coast of
Normandy, has of late been revealed to Paris
ians, especially artistic and literary Parisians.
A straggling growth of tine beech-trees
stretches down from a large wood which crowns
the gradual ascent of the valley where it merges
into the fiat table-land above*, well cultivated,
aud rich with fields of corn and colza. At the
date of this story it was known to few, but ob
scure though it was, Mrs. Saville chose it for a
resting-place before she returned to London.
It was a find glowing August evening when,
with Miss Desmond, her German courier, and
her English maid, Mrs. Saville arrived and start
led the sleepy little village into lively curiosity
as she drove through it in an old-tashioned
rraveling-carriage drawn by four scraggy posthorses, the whole equipage secured with some
difficulty by the careful courier at the nearest
railway station. The dog3 barked, the hens

cackled, the ducks and geese flew out of the
roadside pond with prodigious noise and flutterings, as the scarecrow team rattled down the
hill to the shore of the rock-encircled bay along:
the edge of which the “Hotel de l'Europe ”
stretches its low irregular front.
The landlord and one male and two female
waiters were drawn up to receive the distin
guished guests and usher them to their apart
ments.
“ Madame has a fine view of the bay and cliffs.
The sunsets are superb, nay, exquisite, in good
weatherf and it is generally good at SainteCroix. I do not remember having had thehonor of receiving Madame before.”
“ 1 dare say not. You were not old enough to*
be the head of such an establishment when I
was here last,” returned Mrs. Saville, more gra
ciously than she would have spoken to an Eng*
lishman.
“ Impossible, madame!” cried the host, with
polite incredulity. “ When will madame dine ?”'
“At six. Meantime, we want tea; but my
courier will see to the preparation. He under
stands it. Pray, is Madame d’Albeville at the
chateau ?”
“No, madame. Unfortunately, the second
son of Madame la Marquise was wounded a week
ago in a duel, and she has gone to nurse him.—
at Grenoble, I think. Her arrival is quite un
certain.”
“Indeed! Iam sorry to hear it.” And she
bowed dismissal to her polite host.
“ This is a disappointment,” said Mrs. Savilleto Hope. “ I quite counted on Madame d’Albeville's society. She is an agreeable, sensible
woman, and rather pleasantly associated with
my former visit to this little haml ‘1 Cora* let
us look at our rooms.”
They were small, but more comfortable than
the guests had anticipated. Hope was greatly
pleased with the picturesque surroundings, and
was anxious to survey the village.
“ Then take Jessop with you for a ramble. I
have letters to write, and do not feel inclined,
to move. Tell them to light a fire in the salon:,
1 like a fire and open windows. The air is very
fresh and deliciously salt, but I can bear a fire.”’
The sunset that evening justified the land
lord’s eulogium, and Mrs. Saville gazed at it
long in deep thought. It was perhaps a con
tradiction in her rather complicated naturethat she enjoyed fine scenery,—indeed, beauty
in any shape. This she said very little about, as
she looked upon such tendencies as indicativeof weakness. Suddenly she turned to Hope and
said, “ I remember just such a sunset over this
little bay nearly twenty years ago, when Hugh
was a little fellow, and in all those years he was
a satisfaction to me till—till he destroyed my
hopes forever. We had been travelling, and I
wanted to see the old Norman churches. There
are some very fine specimens of Gothic in this
part of the country. We stopped for a day or
two at Caen, when Hugh, who was with me for
his holiday-time, showed symptoms of fever.
They advised me to take him to Sainte-Croix,
where the air was pure and bracing. He was
wonderfully happy here. Madame d’Albeville
was then at the chateau. I had known her
brother in London. He was one of the French
attaches. He happened to be at the chateau too..
They found me out, and were wonderfully
kind. It is one of the few purely pleasant
memories I have, those weeks. The marquiseand I never quite lost sight of each other since.
When we were in Paris she told me she would
be here all July and August. It is a great dis
appointment not to find her here.”
“lean understand that,” said Hope, softly..
Her lips trembled as she spoke, and her eyes
dwelt with a strained, anxious expression on
the delicate, strong face of her patroness.
She began again in a quiet tone, as if uncon
scious of Hope’s presence: “Poor Hugh! He
has earned his own punishment. Iam glad
I destroyed my last will.” And she glanced at
the fireplace. Then, suddenly addressing Hope,
“You will be glad too. You seem to have
espoused his cause. Mr. Rawson was always
devoted to Hugh, and you have caught his
enthusiasm. That parcel which came to me be
fore we left Paris from Rawson’s office was my
will. I wanted to read it. I thought of adding
a codicil, but I could not make up my mind. I
have dreamed of that will, and struggled with
my heart, my pride. This afternoon, as I sat
alone, I seemed to see Hugh, to hear his voice,
and the impulse came on me; I thrust the paper
that doomed him to poverty into the fire. It is
done with.” She paused.
Hope could not speak.
“ But I am not going to leave him more than
a competence; no, he does not deserve that I
should give him ease of circumstance; but I
have a ‘ will ’ form with me, and to-morrow I
will fill it up. 1 have planned what I shall put
in it. I will not be harsh; I will be just.”
“ And you will be ever so much happier, dear
Mrs. Saville.”
“Happy! Do you know, I doubt if I know
what happiness is ?”
“That is very extraordinary.”
“ Is it ? Have you known much happiness ?”
Hope seemed to think for a moment, then ar s
indescribable sweetness, a sudden light, came*
into her eyes.
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“ I have known glimpses of great happiness;
of smaller happiness, often; of bitterness and
sadness, now and then.”
“A varied experience for so young a woman.
By the way, I never think of you as a girl; yet
you are quite young,—I see and feel that.
Now let us read the English papers which came
this evening. I was glad to see them f for the
post at these out-of-the-way places is always
uncertain
The next day, however, Mrs. Saville did not
feel equal to write or attend to business. Her
head felt heavy and giddy, she said: so she
ordered the ramshackle carriage and drove to
the chateau, hoping the air would revive her.
It did not, however. She said she felt inclined
to sleep,—that the air was too strong for her, or
rathei- that she had grown too weak for the
air,—that the place made her melancholy, and
she would leave next day. Hope persuaded
her to try and rest. She covered her over with
wraps; for, though the day was warm, she com
plained of cold, and shivered a good deal.
Hope took her knitting and sat patiently be
side her for more than an hour, during which
Mrs. Saville slept heavilj, sometimes moaning;
then she woke suddenly, as if startled, and
thought she had heard several people enter the
room noisily. She was better, and insisted on
taking a little walk on the beach. At dinner
she could not eat, but complained of great
thirst. Feeling severe headache and drowsi
ness, she went early to bed. Hope felt more
uneasy than she cared to confess, and persuad
ed Mrs. Saville to let her maid sleep in her
room.
Then she retired herself, first to write at con
siderable length, then to seek forgetfulness in
her bed. But in vain; her nerves were strained,
and an irresistible presentiment of evil weighed
her down.
The long, wakeful, restless night worethrough.
At early dawn Jessop came into Miss Des
mond’s room with an alarmed look on her face.
“ I am afraid Mrs. Saville is very ill/ miss. I
have never seen her like this. She has been
wandering off and on ail night about Mr. Hugh
and her husband, that no one ever hears her
speak about. Just now she is asleep. What
will become of us in this poor miserable place if
my lady gets really ill ? Why, we couldn’t get
h’ice or a doctor; though that queer man we
saw on the road yesterday, they tell me, is a
very clever doctor, but he lives miles and miles
away.”
“I shall get up and dress at once,” returned
Hope, much alarmed. “I will come to Mrs.
Saville directly."
She dressed accordingly, little thinking how
long it would be before she should again go
regularly to bed.
Mrs. Saville seemed quite herself when Hope
reached her bedside, except that her hands and
skin were dry and burning, her eyes bright and
restless. She refused her cafe au lait, and
wanted to get up in order to prepare for her
journey to London. She seemed feverishly
anxious to be at home once more. Then she
began to speak about Mr. Rawson as if he were
there, though they both knew he had started
with his daughter for Switzerland; also she
talked of her will, and her fear that if she died
intestate her son Hugh would get as much of
her property as his brother.
As soon as she could get away, Hope called
the landlord and begged him to despatch a
mounted messenger for the doctor, to whom
she hastily wrote a note describing the condi
tion of the sufferer as accurately as she could.
This done, there was nothing for it'but waiting.
This waiting tried Hope severely. She felt,
moreover, what a weight of responsibility lay
upon her.
At last, after what seemed ages, but really as
soon as he could come, the doctor appeared.
“Ifear,” he said “the lady is seriously ill.
It is rather difficult to foresee how these fever
ish attacks may turn, and we can only help nat
ure. There is little to be done. I have brought
medicines with me, thanks to the description in
your note. Sainte-Croix boasts no chemist’s
shop. You must watch your patient constant
ly. Give her milk when you can get her to
take anything. I will speak to the landlord
about a few precautions which it would be as
well to take, and I think you had better have a
nurse—a sick-nurse—to assist you. It seems to
me that Madame has been a heaithy woman ?”
“ Remarkably healthy, I believe.”
“That is well. A reserve force of untried
strength is the best help in these cases. I will
come over very early to-morrow morning, and,
if possible, bring a nurse with me.”
So Hope was left with a sinking heart to watch
the sick-bed, to administer what medicine was
ordered, to cool the burning skin by applying a
lotion which smelt of camphor, to pray for
strength and courage. She sent the courier to
the nearest telegraph-station, some miles off, to
wire a message for her solicitors,describing Mrs.
■{Saville’scondition, and beggingthat Mr. Rawson
and Richard Saville might be sent for.
i ^Meantime, a note of terror had spread through
fthe household. Some precautions suggested by
the doctor gave rise to exaggerated ideas of in
fection, and Hope soon began to perceive that
^!ie service ot the sick-room was becoming a
difficulty.
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The doctor was faithful to his word, and re transparent hand towards Hope’s, who immedi
turned with asturdv,broad faced Sister of Mercy ately took it and kissed it tenderly.
who was an immense help. Then the sad routine
“ You are really glad,” Mrs. Saville whis
of a sick-room was instituted. Gradually Hope pered,—“ reaily,” she sighed, a sort of contented
came to know that the enemy with which they sigh and kept her eyes fixed on her young com
had to contend was severe typhus fever. The panion's face, as if ir gave her pleasure to look
whole weight of attendance fell on Hope and toe at her.
Sister. At times Mrs. Saville was wildly excited,
The day passed in profound quiet. The patient
striving to get out of bed and wandering deliri slept a great deal, and t ok all the nourishment
ously. In her worst state Hope’s voice and touch offpred her, the restful, contented expression on
had a certain degree of influence upon her. The her countenance assuring the watchers that all
weary days, and still wearier nights, dragged was well. ,
their slow length along. Letters came from Mr.
The afternoon was far advanced when Sister
Rawson's partner assuring Miss Desmond that Marie, wTho had been taking her turn of rest,
he was in hopes a letter would find Mr. Saville in stood in the door-way and made a sign to Hope,
the island of Rugen, where his bankers believed who came to her in the next room.
he would make a short stay, and that he had
“A gentleman has arrived and wishes to see
telegraphed to Mr. Rawson, who ought to be at you,” whispered the Sister.
Basie on the 7th: no doubt that gentleman
“Whatkind of gentleman?” asked Hope, in
would lose no time in going to Sainte-Croix.
the same tone.
Still the days and nights rolled heavily on, and
“ He is stout and gray.”
no one came.
“ Ah ! Mr. Rawson !” exclaimed Hope; and she
“If all our care fails,” thought Hope, “ what a hastened to the salon, where she found that gen
terrible position for me ! I have done my best; tleman awaiting her. He looked weary and
but will Mrs. Saville’s people think I have ? If anxious.
“How is she?” he exclaimed: taking both
she dies unreconciled to Hugh, what a tragedy
What moments Hope could spare from the suf hands she held out. “ Is there any hope ?”
“ Oh, thank God, she is out of danger!” she
ferer she spent in writing, covering the pages
rapidly. These letters she sent by thecourierto cried, bursting into tears, her nerves no longer
the market-town, that they might escape the un able to resist her emotion, now that the terrible
strain upon them was removed.
certainties of the Sainte-Croix post-office.
“Thank God indeed! It would have been
“Mademoiselle will kill herself,” said Sister
Marie, the nurse, one morning. “You do the terrible if she had died unreconciled to her son,
work, the watching, of two. And you are im for he was really fond of her. They were fonder
prudent; you let her hold your hand and lean of each other apart than together. Why, my
againstyou. Itisunwise. You must take some dear young lady, you look completely worn
out. The courier has told me of your devotion.
rest. Trust me a little.”
“ I do, dear Sister, I do. But I cannot rest. I trust in God you will not suffer for it.”
“ No, I am sure I shall not. God has given me
You do not know how my life seems to depend
strength.”
on hers.”
“ Your—Hugh Saville will thank you and re
“ Bon Dieu! and you are not her daughter I”
pay you for thia.” And the good man walked
The tenth day came, and Mrs. Saville seemed the room, greatly mcved.
sinking rapidly. The doctor remained all night.
Hope sat down, and, covering her face with
Hope sat by the bedside. Haggard, dry-eyed, her handkerchief, wept quietly for a few mo
sometimes the sufferer uttered the name of her ments; then, resuming her self-control, she be
offending son, sometimes she murmured inar gan to tell Mr. Rawson the story of Mrs. Saville’s
ticulately. The eleventh day dawned gray and illness from the first seizure to the present.
overcast. Hitherto the weather had been fine,
“ I was moving about,” said Rawson," and the
and warm enough to make it difficult to keep news only reached me three days ago. We were
the sick-room tolerably cool. In after-years, the at Thun. My daughter and I started at once.
shimmer of moonlight ou the sea, and the sweet She went straight home from Paris, and I came
soothing rhythm of the soft upward rush and on here. I must write to Hugh. I know he will
backward sweep of wavelets on a pebbly beach, be shocked at the idea of never seeing his moth
always brought the sick-room and the terrible er in this world.”
anxiety of those days vividly before Hope's
“You may be sure /kept him informed,” said
mind. A cooler wind now blew gently, and Hope, Hope. “ Even this morning I managed a short
who had snatched half an hour’s rest, cambsoon letter to convey the joyful news.”
after dawn to resume her watch. She was start
“ I trust there will be no drawback to her con
led. Had the proud, hard, disappointed woman valescence. I shall remain here for a week or
passed away ! She lay so still, with something two, until I see all is safe. It has been an awfully
of that “ rapture of repose ’ which only death trying time for you. Such responsibility; and
can bring. She looked at the Sister,—a look of had she died, that unjust will would have held
terrified inquiry. “ She lives, but scarcely good.”
breathes,” was the whispered reply. Hope bent
“It has oeen destroyed,” said Hope. “Mrs.
over the bed, and touched the thin hand which Saville told me so. She was going to make
lay outside the clothes. “ She is breathing reg another, when this dreadful fever began.”
ularly. Her hand i3 not burning. Go call the
A long, confidential conversation ensued
aoctor, Sister Marie. Oh, go quickly.”
then Hope left the family solicitor to the care
When became, he too touched her hand and of the courier and returned to her post.
listened. ‘ She sleeps,” he said at length. “She
may live. Keep everything profoundly quiet.”
A week later Mrs. Saville was able to leave
Never could Hope forget that vigil. As the her bed and receive her confidential adviser.
hours passed, and still the exhausted patient
Worn and emaciated though she looked, her
slept and slept, some more than natural strength aspect was younger than it had been, so greatly,
seemed given to the young watcher, who would was the expression of mouth and eyes softened.
not quit the bedside, only taking a cup of milk
“ I am truly rejoiced to see you once more,”
to sustain her, for how long she never knew.
said Mr. Rawson, with a kindly twinkle in his
At last, when the sun had sunk and the first eyes.
soft shades of night began to fall, Mrs. Saville
“ You thought you never should, I suppose,”
slowly lifted her eyelids, and recognized Hope. murmured Mrs. Saville, giving him her hand.
She smiled gently, as if feeling comfortable and
“Indeed, I feared the worst.”
pleased to see her. She was too weak to speak.
“I was very nearly gone. What seemed to
The relief was too sudden, too delightful, for kill me most was the doubt whether anybody
Hope’s self-command. Oh, thank Goa! thank cared if I lived or died. The last thing I re
God ! you are better ! you will live ! we shall member uistinctly was Miss Desmond’s sad, anx
save’vou !” she exclaimed, while the glad tears ious face. It seemed to say that there was one
dropped from her eyes on the poor, helpless human being who would regret me. Tne first
hand which sue kissed. Mrs. Savillesmiled again ; experience of returning life was her tears of
her lips moved, as if she tried to say something; joy at the chance of my recovery. I shall not
then she closed her eyes, and an expression of soon forget that.”
infinite content stole over her worn face.
“ I think she nursed you very devotedly.”
“Sne did. She has saved my life. She has
made herself almost a necessity. I have peen a
hard woman, Mr. Rawson, though not unjust,
CHAPTER XI.
but somehow this girl, who might well be my
Having seen the doctor, who paid a late visit daughter, suggests to me that there is some
to his patient, and heard from him the confirm thing beyond justice, and that is equity.”
ation of her happy anticipations, Hope left Sis
Then they talked as long as Mr. Rawson
ter Marie in charge, and at length yielded to the would stay; but he was careful n<st to exhaust
imperative necessary for rest.
the convalescent.
What joy it was to wake the next morn ing and
Mrs. Saville had gained so much strength in
feel that danger was past, and that she had the next few days that her son and Mr. Rawson
helped to save the cold, stern woman who had decided that they might leave for London, as
buried her heart so deep down under her pride, with Miss Desmond and her maid th invalid
self-will, and arrogance that Hope had nearly could travel safely as soon as the doctor gave
despaired of touching it.! How sweet it was to his consent.
return to her post and see the delicate face no
“She isveryeagei* to return,” said Hope to
longer disfigured by the dusky purplish hue so Mr. Rawson as they slowly paced the beacu in
surely indicative of fell disease, but pale and front of ^he hotel while waiting for the car
cool, if worn and thin !
riage which was to convey him and his
Mrs. Saville’s eyes were closed, but she was not , travellin»compauion to the railway-station.
“Yes. Do you know why?” She coulessed
asleep. The faint rustle of Hope’s dress as £h
^he
sat down caught her atj tion, aud she opened to me lfiist night. The Vortigern will be at
‘ kindly smile,
nn< .Plymouth and paid off in about four or five
them. Then she smilefi, ~
a^oft,
ever seen
se~ before -----such as Hope had neve*
part her weeks, and I believe she yearns to see and be
lips, and she made a slight motion of her almost reconciled to ter son; for she said, ‘God has
I
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been merciful and spared me to correct some
great, mistakes, and I dare not myself be un
forgiving, ’ ”
“ Did she say that ?” exclaimed Hope. “ Oh, I
pray God her mood may not change! Do you
know I feel so strangely weal;: and anxious, it
seems impossible I can live through another
month of anxiety?’
“ You have done splendidly so far: you must
not break down at the last,” said Mr. Rawson.
“ When you return to London you must come
to us for a week’s complete rest.”
“Thank you. You have been a true, good
friend. While I am with you, I feel that mat
ters will arrange themselves as we wish; but
when I am alone, all my courage seems to evap
orate. I trust we may be in London within the
next three weeks.”
“ I hope yon may, and 1 believe you will be.
Here is the carriage. Let us go in. I suppose
Mr. Saville is ready. Nothing proved to me his
mother’s complete restoration so much as her
speech about him. ‘Let him go away with you,
Mr. Rawson, she said: if be travels with us
he wiil only be an additional responsibility to
Miss Desmond. Richard is incapable of taking
care of hbnself.’ She is marvellously toned
down by suffering and sympathy; but we can
not expect the Ethiopian to change his skin,
nor the leopard his spots, altogether, though
one may become a shade lighter aud the other
have fewer marks.”
It was with a thankful heart that Hope Des
mond found herself and her charge safely
housed in the Stafford Square mansion. Mrs.
Saville bore the journey well,—dndeed, better
than her companion, whose pale cheeks and
heavy eyes bespoke mental and physical exhaus
tion.
Mrs. Saville’s usual medical attendant, or
rather the medical attendant of the household,
for the wiry woman scarcely knew what indis
position meant, awaited her arrival and noticed
Miss Desmond’s looks.
“ If I might offer advice unasked, I -would re
commend a tonic and some days’ complete rep'ose to this young lady,” said the polite practi
tioner “ It seems to me that her nervous sys
tem is somewhat overstrained.”
“She shall do as you direct,” returned Mrs.
Saville, with her usual decision. “ I will look to
her myself. She has braved horrible infection
for me, and has had a large share in saving my
life: therefore I value her’s beyond everyone's,
except of course my sons’. Yes, you look
frightfully ill, Hope. I cannot have this.”
“ Perhaps if 1 went to Miss Rawson tor a few
days,” said Hope, with hesitation, “I might
gather strength sooner. Here I shall always
want to be up and about.”
“You Shall be nursed in no other house than
this: so, doctor, send in your prescription soon.
As for me, 1 want nothing but good food and
occupation.”
“You are indeed marvellously well and
strong, considering what an illness you have
gone through. We have now every reason to
hope that you will be spared to your family and
friends fcr many years.”
“ Much my family and friends care about that
special mercy,” returned Mrs. Saville, with one
<5f her ironical smiles. “Good-morning, doc
tor.” And the doctor bowed himself out.
“ Thank God, he is gone! I am dying to read
my letters,” cried Mrs. Saville. “Here is a thick
one from Mr. Rawson.” She opened it, and
then, growing rather white, exclaimed, “ Why,
it encloses one from Hugh!” This she read
eagerly, and then re-perused it.
“ Ah, if I could believe he cares for me!” she
said at length. “ The letter is like himself, ten
der jet obstinate. He will be here nearly as
soon as this,” she went on, her small, thin fin
gers closing tightly on the paper. “He im
plores me to let him see his mother’s face once
more,— the,mother he has been so near losing.
Rawson has evidently told him of my illness.
He confesses I had a right to be angry, but reit
erates his conviction that he has done well and
wisely i:i securing the sweetest wife man could
have.”
“ You will see him, dear Mrs. Saville ?” cried
Hope, with white, parched lips. “You are so
good as to think I was of use to you: if you
would amply repay me, see your son,—let him
plead for his wife. They are married, you can
not separate them, and if she is a true woman
it will break her heart to know she has parted
mother and son. It is in your power to confer
su‘ h. happiness.”
I will receive my son. As to his wife, I can
not say what I shall do. I gave Rawson direc
tions to have her watched; it was a shabby
thing to do, but I did it. He has had her closely
shadowed, but she has been absolutely well con
ducted. Still, if it is in my power to confer
much happiness, it was in hers to create much
misery, anH she did it! Why, Hope, what is the
matter ? Are you ill ?”
.
/A .
Hope fell back in. her chair so deadly wtwte
and motionless, that Mrs. Saville wal terroV
struck. She rang violently, and, rushing to the'
fainting girl, began to rub,her cold hauls.
“Bring water, wine! send Jessop! callback
the doctor!” she cri’ed, in great agitation, to the
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astonished butler, who had never before seen
his imperious mistress so moved.
“ The doctor has just driven off, ’m; but I will
send Jessop.”
Soon the lady’s-maid, the butler, and the
house-keeper were trving to bring Miss Des
mond back to life. When she did open her eyes
they sought Mrs. Saville’s; she smiled and fee
bly put out her hand.
“ Now she must go to bed,” said Mrs. Saville,
holding the offered hand in both her own. “ She
had better be carried upstairs.”
“ I can walk quite well: at least in a few min
utes,’’murmured Hope, “ if Jessop will help me.”
Thus Hope was relegated to her own room,
where Mrs. Saville insisted she must remain all
the next day. Wonderful to relate, that lady
spent most of it at her bedside, reading or knit
ting. Neither spoke much, yet they had a cer
tain comfort in the companionship. Miss RawSon called, and was admitted during Mrs. Sa
ville’s absence, when she went for a short air
ing, which she considered essential for her own
health.
To her Hope explained that she must for the
present refuse her hospitable invitation. Then
they talked long and confidentially, and Miss
Rawson took charge of a couple of letters when
she bade her young friend good-bye.
It was now established that Miss Desmond was
not to appear till luncheon-time, Mrs. Saville
being content to read the papers herself. The
doctor was not quite satisfied: his young pa
tient did not recover strength or tone; she was
depressed and nervous, averse from food, sleep
less. Some complete change to a bracing place
might be necessary. Mrs. Saville, who was deep
ly concerned, went eagerly into the question of
localities, but Hope implored, almost piteously,
not to be sent away.
It was the end of September, and London was
at its emptiest; Mrs. Saville was therefore spared
the visits and kind inquiries of her kinsfolk and
acquaintance. She was ill at case from anxiety
concerning Hope. All that was kindly and
grateful in her strong nature had been "drawn
forth by the desolate orphan girl who had the
spirit to withstand her hitherto unresisted
tyranny, and the perception to appeal to the
better self which lay beneath it.
So Mrs. Saville sat by herself, thinking deeply
of her past, her present, and the possible future,
one warm, rainy morning. “Horrid weather
for Hope,” she thought; “ impossible for nerves
to get right under such skyey influence.” Yes,
she must get Hope out of town. How desolate
her life would be without that girl! and she
would need comfort and support in coming
years. Even if she brought herself to accept
Hugh's wife, she would probably turn out a
thorn in their side and keep her and her son
apart.
Here the old butler, with a beaming face, an
nounced, “ Mr. Hugh, ma’am,” and her son en
tered. How well, how distinguished, he looked !
his strong face deeply embrowned, his fine eyes
looking eager yet soft.
“ Hugh !” cried Mrs. Saville, rising, and trem
bling from head to foot.
“My dear mother!” he returned, tenderly,
with "the slight hoarseness of warm emotion,
and he clasped her in his arms, kissingher affec
tionately. “ Are you indeed safe and well ?”
“ My son ! you have nearly broken my heart!”
Her tones told him he was already half for
given.
“Rawson told me this morning, just now,
that I might venture to call. You must forgive
me, mother. I know I deserved your anger,
and this I regret. 1 only want you to let me
come and see you sometimes, amj I will trouble
you no more. I can fight for my own hand; but
you must accept my innocent wife too.”
“ It will be a hard task, Hugh. 1 am a preju
diced woman, and my prejudices are strong
against her"
“I think they will melt when you see tier,
mother.”
“I doubt it,” Mrs. Saville was beginning,
when the door opened, and Hope Desmond
walked slowly into the room. She seemed very
pale aud fragile in her simple black dress. No
sooner had she caught sight of Hugh than her
cheeks flushed, her great brown eyes lit up with
a look half joy, half terror, and her lips parted
with a slight cry.
Hugh Saville sprang forward, exclaiming,
“My own love! my own darling wife!” and
folded her in a rapturous embrace, kissing her
hair, her eyes, her lips, forgetful of everything
else.
Mrs. Saville again rose from her chair, and
stood petrified. At last Hope disentangled her
self from her husband's arms, and, crossing to
where her mother-in-law stood, said, brokenly,
“ Can you forgive me the deceit I have prac
tised ? Can you have patience to hear my expla
nation ?”
“ I am bewildered,” cried Mrs. Saville, looking
form one to the other. “Is Hope Desmond your
wife, Hugh ?”
- ■MqSlie is ! Can you not forgive me now?” said
Hugh advancing to support Hope’s trembling
form by passing his arucaround her.
‘nt is incredible > 'SIoAv did you come to im
pose upon me in thife wa^ ?”

“I will tell you all,” Hope began, when she
was interrupted by a message which the butler
brought from Mr. Rawson requesting to be ad
mitted.
“ Show him up: he is a party to the fraud,”
said Mrs. Saville, sternly.
Hugh drew his wife closer to him as Mr. Rawson entered looking radiant.
“I trust you do not consider me an intruder,”
he said.
“ You come just when you are wanted. I feel
my brain turning,” returned Mrs. Saville.
“ If you will listen,” urged Hope with clasped
hands.
“Yes, pray hear Mrs. Hugh Saville,” said Mr.
Rawson.
Mrs. Saville turned a startled look upon him,
and Hope went on : “ When 1 came to this good
friend, who offered me the shelter of his house so
soon as he found I was the niece of his old rector,
I was in despair. I began to realize the mistake,
the disobedience, that Hugh had been guilty of.
I had yielded too readily to the temptation of
spending my life with him. I felt that, I was the
cause of his troubles, and T was overwhelmed. I
wished that, I could die; anything to be no long
er a burden and an obstacle. Then I heard Mr.
Rawson speak of finding a companion for Mrs.
Saville, and the thought came to me of being
that companion, and perhaps winning her Elec
tion for myself and restoration for Hugh.” A
sudden sob interrupted her; then, with an effort,
she went on: “Mr. Rawson was startled at the
idea, but his daughter at once took it up, and,
alter some discussion, it was agreed that J should
make t lie desperate attempt. I was therefore in
troduced to you by two of my names —Hope Des
mond. I was called Katherine Hope Desmond
after my mother, who was Uncle Desmond’s only
sister. How 1 had courage to brave such an ex
periment 1 cannot now understand, for my
heart”—she pressed her hands against her bosom,
and, disengaging herself, made"as'ep earer her
mother-in-law—“seems to flutter and fail me.
But the desire to retrieve the wrong I had
wrought sustained me. I did not tell Hugh what
I had undertaken until I had been some weeks
with you. He was much alarmed, and begged
me not to risk too much,—to leave as soon as I
could, if the strain was loo great; but he did not
torbid me to stay. So I stayed. How dreadful
the beginning was! Yet, though you were cold
and stern, I could bear it, for you are too strong
to be suspicious, or petty, or narrow, and I dared
not let myself fear you; and then—1 grew to
know you had a heart. That is what makes this
moment so terrible: I fear your disapproval
more than your displeasure. Now, can you,
will you forgive me ?”
Mrs. Saville was silent; her brows were knit,
her eyes downcast; yet Hope dared to take the
fine small hand which lay on the arm of thechair.
Mrs, Saville did not draw it away. The lookerson held their breath. Then she drew Hope’s to
her, and gently stroked it. “ I think,” she said,
slowly, “that you are the only creature that
ever understood.me. You are the first that has
ever given me what gold cannot buy.”
“ Mot her,’’cried Hugh Saville, in a tone of
wounded feeling, “ I always loved you as much
as you would let me.”
“Perhaps you did. I believe you did,” said
his mother.
Hope had sunk on her knees, and kissed the
hands which held hers, then her head fell for
ward, anu Hugh sprang forward to lift her.
“ She isquite overdone,” he exclaimed, Almost
indignantly. “She is but a ghost of her former
self. ’ And he placed her in an easy-chair, where
she lay with closed eyes.
“Happiness will be a rapid restorative,” said
Mrs. Saville, kindly. “Now, what punishment
is to be dealt out to you, traitor that vou are ?”
she continued, turning to Mr. Rawson. “To
enter into a conspiracy against your trusting
client! Shall I degrade you from the high office
of my chief adviser? I must hold a council, and
the council-board shall be mv dinner-table.
Bring your, daughter to dinner this evening,
and we shall settle many matters ? And, Hope,
if you feel equal to the task, write to Richard,
inviting him to dinner to meet his new sister-inlaw. ”
“ Very few fellows have so good a right to be
proud of a wife asl have,” cried Hugh, exultingly. “ Our old naval stories of desperate cuttingout exploits are poor compared*to the enduring
courage that upheld Kate, as I always call her,
through the long strain of her bold undertak
ing.”
“She has enlightened me, at all events.” said
Mrs. Saville. “Now go away to the drawing
room and have your talk out. The doctor insists
that a complete change is necessary for Hope’s
recovery; so take your wife away to-morrow
for your long-delayed honey-moon. But, re
member, whenever you are pursuing you pro
fession on the high seas, I claim the companion
ship of Mr. Rawson’s pleasant protegee "
“DearMrs. Saville, I will be you rlovi ng daughter so long as you care to have me near you,”'*
cried Hope; and, no longer hesitating, she folded
her formidable mother-in-law in her warm embrace.
THE END.
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